
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




Z^Oh f 



tZ'iC 




THE 

WORKS 

OF THE 

ENGLISH POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL^ 
BY SAMUEL JOHNSON. 



VOLUME THE T H I R T Y - T H I R D. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED BY W. AND A. STRAHAN; 

FOR C. BATHURST, J. BUCKLAND, W. STRAHAN, J. RIVIN0« 
TON AND SONS, T.DAVIES, T. PAYNE, L. DAVIS, W.OWEN, 
B. WHITE, S. CROWDER, T. CASLON, T. LONGMAN, 
B. LAW, E.ANDC. DILLY, J. DODSLEY, H.BALDWIN, 
J.WILKIE, J.ROBSON, J.JOHNSON, T. LOWNDES, 
T« BSCKET, O. ROBINSON, T.CADELL, "V^.DAVISy 
J.NICHOLS, F.NEWBERY, T.EVANS, J.RID- 
LEY, R. BALDWIN, C.NICOL, LEIGH AND 
SOTHEBY, J. BEW, N. CONA«T, 
J*MURRAY,W.FO:Ly JtBOYTElX* 
M DCC LXXXX. 



./^^^^ 




TH I 



POEMS 



O F 



POPE. 



VOLUME IL 



a s 



AM 

ESSAY 

O N 

S AT I RE, 

OCCABXOMBD BY 

THE DEATH OF MR. POPE, 

inscribed to 

Mr. W a R B U R T O 1^, 

By J. brown, a. M. 



Vol. It, B 



CONTENTS. 

PARTI. Of the End and Efficacy of Satire. The 
Love of Glory and Fear of Shame univerfal, ver. 29. 
This Paffion, implanted in Man as a Spur to Virtue, 
is generally perverted, ver. 41 . And thus becon^s 
the Occafion of the greateft Follies, Vices, and Mi- 
feries, ver. 61. It is Atf Work of Satire to reftify 
this Paffion, to reduce it to its proper Channel, and 
to convert it into m Inceiitive to Wifdom and Virtue, 
ver. 89. Hence it appears that Satire may influence 
thofe who defy all LawsHftman and Divine, ver. 99. 
An Objeftion anfwcred, ver. 131. 

PART II. • kules for the ConJuft of Satire. Ju(!ice 
and Truth its chief and eflential Property, ver. 169. 
Prudence in the AppHcatiotir of Wit and Ridicule, 
whofe Province is, not to explore unknown, but to 
cnfcwe known Truths^ ver. 19 r. Piopcr Sbfaj*e6ls 
of Satire are the Manners of prefent Times, ver. 239. 
Decency of Expreffion recommended, ver. 255. The 
different Methcxis m WKiJeK Folly and Vice ought to 
be chaftifed. ver. .269. The Variety of Style and 
Manner wWch thefe two Su^jefts r6auir*, ver. 277. 
The Praife of Virtue may be admitted with Propriety, 
ver. 315. Cautifei^ wkh itogatd to ^knegyric, ver. 
329. The Dignity of true Satire, ver. 341 . 

PART III. The Hiftory of Satire. Roman Satirifts, 
Lucilius, Horace, Pei-fius, Juvenal, ver. 357, &c, 
Caufes of the Decay of Literature, particularly of Sa- 
tire, ver. 389. Revival of Satire, 401.. Eraunusone 
of its principal Reftorers, ver. 405. Donne, ver. 41 1 • 
The Abufe of Satire in England, during the Iken* 
tious Reign of Charles II. ver. 415. Dryden, ver. 
429. The true Ends of Satire purfued by Boileau 
in France, ver. 439. and by Mr. Pope in England, 
ver. 445. 



-^K^T 



t 3 1 

PART I. 

Tp AT E gave the word : the cruel arrow fpcd 5 

-*• And Pope lies number'd with the mighty Dead ! 

Refign'd he fell j fuperior to the dart, 

That quench'd its rage in Your%and Britain*s Heart : 

You mourn : but Britain, lulPd in reft profound, 5 

(Unconfcious Britain !) (lumbers o*er her wound* 

Exulting Dulnefs ey'd die ietting Light, 

And flapp'd her wing, impatient for the Night : 

Roused at the (ignal. Guilt colle£ls her train. 

And counts the Triumphs of her growing reign : x 

With ineaainguifhable rage they bum s 

And Snake-hung Envy hifles o'er his Urn : 

Th* envenom'd Monfters fpit their deadly foam. 

To blaft the Laurel that furrounds his Tomb. 

But You, O Warburton ! whofe eye refin*d 25 

Can fee the greatnefs of an honefl mind ; 
Can fee each Virtue and each Grace unite. 
And tafte the Raptures of a pui-e Delight i 
You vilit oft his awful Page with Care, 
And view that bright aflemblage treafur'd there j 10 
You trace the Chain that links his deep ddGign> 
And pour new luftre on the glowing Line. 
Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Mufe, 
Whofe eye, not wing, his ardent flight purfuest 
Intent from this great Archetype to draw 2 5 

Satire's bright Form, and Rx hv. equal Law \ 
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Pleas 'd if from hence th' unleam'd may comprehend. 
And reverence His and Satire's generous End. 

In eveiy bread there bums an aftive flame. 
The Love of Glory, or the Dread of Shame : 30 

The Paffion One, though various it appeal-, 
As brightened into Hope, or dimm'd by Fear. 
The lifping Infant, and the hoary Sire, 
And Youth and Manht>od feel the heait-born fire : 
The Charms of Praife the Coy, the Modeft woo, 35 
And only fly, that Glory may purfue : 
She, Power refiftlefs, rules the wife and great 5 
Bends ev'n reluftant Hermits at her feet j 
Haunts the proud City, and the lowly Shade, 
And fways alike the Scepti*e and the Spade. 40 

Thus Heaven in Pity wakes the friendly Flame, 
To urge Mankind on Deeds that merit Fame ; 
But Man, vain Man, in Folly only wife, 
Rejefts the Manna fent him from the Skies : 
With rapfures hears corrupted PaiIion*s call, 45 

Still proudly prone to mingle with the ftaU. • 
As each deceitful Shadow tempts his view. 
He for the imag'd Subftance quits the true 5 
Eager to catch the vifionary Prize, 
In queft of Glory plunges deep in Vice j 50 

Till madly zealous, impotently vain, 
He forfeits every Praife he pants to gain. 

Thus ftill imperious Nature plies her part $ 
And ftill- her Di6bites work in every heart, 
iach Power that fovereign Nature bids enjoy, sS 

M^ may corrupt, but Man can ne'er deftroy. 



Parti. ESSAY ON SATIRE, 5 

Like mighty rivers, with refiftlefs force 

The Pailions rage, obftru6bd in their courfe; 

Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore. 

And drown thofe Virtues which they fed before. 4o 

And fure, the deadlieft Foe to Virtue*s flame. 
Our worft of Evils, is perverted Shame. 
Beneath this load, what abje£l numbers groan, 
Th' entasgled Slaves to foUy not their own ! . 
Meanly by fafhionable fear opprefsM, ^5 

We feek our Virtues in each other's breaft ) 
Blind to ourielves, adc^ cadi fonign Vice, 
Another's weaknefs, intereft, or caprice. 
Each Fool to low Ambition, poorly great, 
Tliat pines in fplendid wretchednefs of ftate, 70 

Tir'd in thetreachei'ous Chace, would nobly yield. 
And, but for (hame, like Sylla, quit the iield : 
The Daemon Shame paints flrong die ridicule. 
And whifpers dofe, " The World will call you Fool." 

Behold yon Wretch, by impious faihion driven, 75 
Believes and trembles, while he feoffs at Heaven. 
By weaknefs ftrong, and bold through fear alone. 
He ditads the fneer by (hallow -Coxcombs thrown ; 
Dauntlefs purfues the path Spinoza trod{ 
To man a Coward, and a Brave to God. So 

Faith, Juftice, Heaven itfelf now quit their hold, 
When to faWe Fame the captiv*d Heart is fold : 
Hence, blind to truth, relentlefs Cato dy'd ; 
Nought could fubdue his Virtue, but his Pride. 
Hence chafte Lucretia's Innocence betray'd S 5 

Fell by that Honour which was meant its ^d« 

B 3 1V>yi 
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Thus Virtue finks beneath unnumberM woesi 
When Pafllons, born her friends, revolt her foes. 

Hence &atire*s power: 'Tis her correftive part. 
To calm the vrild diforders of the heart. 90 

She points the arduous height where Glory lies. 
And teaches mad Ambition to.be wife : 
In the dark bofom wakes the fair defire, 
Draws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire i 
Strips black Opprefiion of her gay difguife, 95 

And bids the Hag mnatiire hoiTor rife ; 
Strikes tovv^eringPriikiand lawlefs Rapine. dead, 
And plants the wreaiii <m Virtue*s awfulhead. 

Nor boafts the Mufe a vain imagined Power, 
Though oft fhe mourns thoie ills ihe cannot cure. 100 
The Worthy cjourt her, And the Worthlefs fear j 
Who (hun her piercing eye, that eye revere. 
Her awful voicertbeTVain and Vile obey. 
And every foe to Wifdom feels her fway. 
Smarts, Pedants, as^flie fmilcs, no more are vain § 105 
Defponding Fops reftgn the clouded cane: 
HuflvMiat her voice, pert Folly's felf is ftill. 
And Bulnefs womkiS' while flie drops her quill. 
Like the ann*d Bee, with art moft fubtly true, 
From poifonous Vice ihe draws a healing dew : no 
Weak are the ties that civil arts can find. 
To quell the ferment of the tainted mind s 
Cunning evades, fecurely wrapt in wiles I 
And Force fbong-fmew^d rends th' unequal toils : 
The fh-eam of Vice impetuous drives along> x 1 5 

Too deep fopEQlkyi.iQV.HoNWC too-ftcong* 



Parti. ESSAYONSATIRE. ^ 

£v'n fair Religion, Native of the fldesy 

ScornM by the Crowd, (eeks refuge with die Wife; 

The Crowd with laugter £pnm* ^tr awftil train, 

Asd Mercy courtft, mud Juftice firowns in vain, 120 

But Satire -s Shaft can- pierce the-harden*d bMaft : 

She plays a riding PalKon on the reft : ' 

Undaunted ftonas the battery of Ids pride. 

And awes the Brave diat Earth and Heaven tiefyM. 

38^en fell Corruption^ by bier vaffidsicroww^d, 125 

Derides fsdPn Jvftioe proftrnteicm the groiind $ 

Swift to redrefs 9A iv^yxfd f eoj^^s grossly * 

Bold Satire ihakes the Tyrant on herthfonej 

Poweifulas Death, defies ,th^ ^bi^id train. 

And Slaves and Sycophants furround in vain. 130 

But with the fi^ends af Vice, the foes of Satin, 
All truth is Spleen^ all j«^ sefMroof, Ill-nature* 

Well may they dread the Mufe's /atal fldll $ 
Well may they tremble when ihe draws her quill 2 
jler magic quiU, that, like I^mrjel^s fpear, 135 

Reveals the cloven hoof, or lengthened ear-: . 
Bids Vice and FoUy take their natural fliapeB» 
Turns Dutchcfies to ftpuaiipets. Beaux to apes ; 
Drags the vile WTiifperer from his dark abode. 
Till all the Daemon ftarts up from the toad. i4« 

O fordid maxim, formM to fcreen the vile. 
That true good-nature ftill muft wear a fmile I 
In frowns array'd her beauties ftronger rife. 
When love of Virtue wakes her fcom of Vice : 
Where Juftice calls, "'tis Cruelty to fave j 145 

And *tis the XairV good-nature hangs tbe I^vt^) 
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Who combats Virtue's foe.is Virtue's friend | 
Then judge of Satire's merit by her end : 
To Guilt alone her vengeance flands confin'd* 
The objeft of her love is all Mankind. 1 59 

Scarce inore the friend of Man, the wife muft own, 
£v'n Allen's bounteous hand, than Satire's frown : 
This to chaftife, as That to blefg was giv'n > 
Alike the faithful Mixufters of Heaven* 

Oft in imfeeling hearts the ihaft isfpent: 155 

Though ftrong th' example, weak the puniihment. 
They leafl: are pain'd, who merit Satire mod : . 
Folly the Laureates, Vice was Chartres' boaft s 
Then where 's the wrong, tq gibbet high the name • 
Of Fools and Knaves already dead to fhame ? 1 6p 

Oft Satire w^s the faithful Surgeon's part j 
Generous and kind, though painful, is her ait 1 
With caution bold, ihe only (bikes to heal : 
Though folly raves to break the friendly fteel. 
Then fure no fault impartial Satiiie knows, 165^ 

Kind ev'n in Vengeance, kind to Virtue's foes. 
Whofe is the crime, the fcandal too be theirs i 
^he Knave and Fool are their own Libellers, 
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Partll. ESSAY ON SATIRE. ^ 

PART II. 

DARE nobly then : But confcious of your truft, 
As ever warm and bold be ever juft : 1 70 

Nor court applaufe in thefe degenerate days : 
The Villain's cenfure is extorted praife. 

But chief> be fteady in a noble end. 
And fliew Mankind that Truth has yet a friend, 
•Tis mean for empty praife of wit to write, 175 

As Foplings grin to ihew their teeth are white : 
To brand a doubtful folly with a fmile. 
Or madly blaze unknown defeats, is vile : 
•Tis doubly vile, when, but to prove your art. 
You fix an arrow in a blamelefs heart. 180 

O loft to honour's voice, O doomM to (hame. 
Thou Fiend accurft, thou Murderer of Fame ! 
Fell Raviiher, from innocence to tear 
That name, than liberty, than life more dear ! 
Where ihall thy bafenefs meet its juft return, 185 

Or what repay thy guilt, but endlefs fcom ? 
And know, immortal Truth ihall mock thy toil : 
Immortal Truth fliall bid the ihaft recoil : 
With rage retorted, wmg the deadly dart 3 
And empty all its poifon in thy heart. 190 

With' caution next, the dangerous power apply > 
An eagle's talon afks an eagle's eye : 
Let Satire then her proper obje6^ know. 
And ere ihe ftrike^ be fure ihe ftrike a foe* 
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Nor fondly deem the real fool confeft, t< 

Becaufe blind Ridicyle conceives a |?ft : 
Before whofe altar Virtue oft hath bled, 
Apd oft a d^ftin'd yjd'lim (hall be I^d : . 
Lo Shaftefbury reai-s her high on Reafon's throne, 
Atid loads the Slave with hopours not her own : ac 
Big-fwoln'with folly, as her fmjles provoke, 
Prophanenefs fpawns, pert Dupc^s nnrf^ the joke ! 
Come, let us join a whije tjijs tipte;*ing c'r^w. 
And own the Ideot Guide fpr once is b-ue } 
4)eride our weak fo^-efather^^ mujfly rule, a< 

Who therefore fmird, bepauft t^ey ^w a Fool j 
Sublimer logic jnow adorns our ifle, • 

We therefore (ee a Fool, becaufe we fmile. 
TTruth in her gloomy caye why fondly feek? 
Lo, gay (he (its in Laught^r"^ dimpled cheek : 2 

Contemi^s eacli furly Academic foe. 
And courts the ipruce Fmthinker and the ^eau. 
Daedaliap ar£;uments but fjsw can. ti;^ce; 
T}vLt all can read 1;ti^ language of grimace^ 
"llence mighty Ridicyje^s an-co^^uerin^ liand a 

Shall ^ork Qerjculean wpn4er9 through ^e Land : 
Bound in the,(naglc of J[ier.cQbiyQ^ cfiajn^ 
You, mighty V^arbprton, /hall, rage in vain, 
In vain the h-acklefs maze of Trutf you fcan. 
And l^d th' informing Clye to erring M^n : 2 

No more fliall Reafon boa|l her pow:er diyine. 
Her Bafe eternal ihoo|c jy folly's min^ ! 
Truth's (acred Fort ,th' exploded l^ugh iliall win 5 
^Apd Coxccinbs van^uiih Berkeley by a grin. 
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3utyou9 more. fage, reject th* inTflfftfidjrale, . ^15 
That Truth is .e*«r explored byEidicules 
On truth, on f;|Uehood» let her coloiirs fsUl, 
She throws a davsliDg glare alike on all $ 
As the;gay Prifm but mocks the flattier'd cye» 
And gives to €¥ery qhjeR every dyjC. ^^ 

Beware the mad Adventurer : bold and blind 
She hoiib her iail, and drives with every wind i 
Deaf as the ftormrto Enkin^g; Virtue's gro^n. 
Nor heeds a Frige's deftru^ii, pr her own. 
Let clear^i^'d ^a£bn at the helm -pre^, %^$ 

Bear to the wind, or ^iem die furious tide $ 
Then- Mirth may urge, when .Reaii>n can rexplore^ 
This point the >vay» that waft us glad to ftioi:e. 

Though diftapt Times may rife in Satire's ^pagCy 
Yet chief 'tis her's to draw the prefent Age t a^ 

With Wifcjom-s Juftre, Folly's (hade cpirtraft. 
And judge the rg^ng Manners ,by the paft : 
Bid Britain's Hei?oes (awful Shades !) ariie. 
And alicient Honpv^ beapi on modern Vice t 
J^oint back to minds ingenuous, a^on^s fair, s^$ 

Till die.Sons biufii ^t what ^ir Fathers wa:« t 
Ere yet 'twas b^gary the great to tijuft ^ 
Ere yet *twa8.q^ite a folly to be juft; 
When low-boi-n Sharpers only.dar'd a ly^ 
.Or faliify'4 the Card, or cogg'd.the Oye j Ji5^ 

Ere Lewdnefs the ftain'd garb of honour W9K^ 
Or Chaftity was csurtedfpr the Whore $ 
Vice fluttered, in the jplmnes of^ree49fli.49^-^f 
Or public Spirit yp^s thejiiibiic jej^« 

1^ 
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: Be ever, in a juft expreflibn, bold, 255 

Yet ne'er degrade fair Satire to a Scold : 

Let no unworthy mien her form debafe, 

But let her fmile, and let her frown with grace : 

In mirth be temperate, temperate in her fpleen 5 

Ncft*, while flie preaches modefly, obfcene. 269 

Deep let her wound, not rankle to a fore, 

Nor call his LordOiip — , her Grace a • ' : 

The Mufe's charms refiftlefs then aflkil, 

When wrapt in Irony's tranfparent veil : 

Her beauties half-conceaKd the more furprize, * 265 

And keener lufh*e fparkles in her eyes. 

Then be your line with fharp encomiums grac*d : 

Style Clodius honourable, Bufa chafte. 

Dart not on Folly an indignant eye : 
Who e'er difcharg*d Artillery on a Fly ? 470 

Deride not Vice : Abfurd the thought and vain. 
To bind the Tiger in fo weak a chain. 
Nay more : when flagrant crimes your laughter move, 
The Knave exults : to fmile, is to approve. 
-The Mufe's labour then fuccefs fhall crown, 275 

When Folly feels her fmile, and Vice her frown. 

Know next what meafures to each Theme ^etong. 
And fuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong : 
On wing proportioned to your quarry rife, 
A&d ftoop to earth, or foar among the ikies. 280 

Thus when a niedifh folly you rehearfe, 
Free the expreifion, fimple be the verfe. 
In artlefs numbers paint th' ambitious Peer, 
Tiat mounts iht bax> and ihines a Charioteer : 
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In fh-ains familiar fing the midnight toil 285 

Of Camps and Senates difciplinM by Hoyle $ 
Patriots and Chiefs, whofe deep deiign invades. 
And carries off the captive King—of Spades ! 
Let Satire here in milder vigour ihine. 
And gayly graceful fpoit along the line 9 %fo 

Bid courtly Faihion quit her thin pretence. 
And fmile each Affe6lation into fenfe. 

Not fo when Virtue by her Guards betray*d. 
Spumed from her Throne, implores the Mufe*s aid } 
When crimes, which erft in kindred darknefs lay, 295 
Rife frontiers, and infult the eye of day; 
Indignant Hymen veils his hallowed fires, 
And white-robM Chaftity with tears retires $ 
When rank Adultery on the genial bed 
Hot from Cocytus rears her baleful head : . . ^300 

When private Faith and public Truft are fold. 
And Traitors barter Liberty for gold : 
When fell. Corruption dark and deep, like fate, . 
Saps the foundation of a finking State : 
When Giant-Vice and Irreligion rife, 365 

On mountainM falfehoods to invade the Skies : 
Then warmer numbers glow through Satire*s page. 
And all her fimiles are darkenM into rage : 
On eagle-wing ihe gains PamaiTus* height. 
Not lofty Epic foars a nobler flight : 3S0 

Then keener indignation fires her eye ; 
Then iiafii her lightnings, and her thunders fly j 
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hurlMji 
Till all bar wnik iAroircs the guilty WoAd*. ■ ■_ 



Yet Satire oft dflbmes a gentler mien, . 3x1 

And beanrs on Virtue^s ^ends a fmile ferene ! 
She wounds rel^uifhint ; pours her balm with joy ; 
Gla4 to commend where worth atttrafts her eye. 
But chief, when Virtue, Learning, Arts decline, 
•hie joys to Cee unooii^er*d morit Ihtne 5 32c 

Where burftrrig' glorious, with departing ray. 
True Genius gilds the clofe of Britain's Day i 
With joys flte fees th^ fbream of Roman art 
Fr«in Mmrray^s tongue flow purer to die heart : 
Sees Yorke to* fam^» ere yet to Manhood known, 3sj 
And juft to every virtue, but his own $ 
Hears unftain'd Cam with generous pride proclaim 
A Sage's, Critic's, and a Poet's muhe: 
Beholds, where Wideombe's happy hills afcend, 
S9ch orphan'd Art and Virtue fmd a friend : 33c 

To Hagley's honoured (hade divers her view; 
And culls each flower 10 form a Wreath for you. 

But tMd with cautiobB'ftep this dangerous ground, 
Beiet with faithlefls precipices 'round 1 
7!ruth be your guide : difdain Ambition's call $ 33^ 
And if yoa fall with Truth, you greatly fall. 
'Tit Virtue's native Kiflfre l^at muft fliitfe) 
The Poet can but kt it m Ki» line t 
And who unmoVd with kughter can behold 
A fordid pebble meanly grac'd witii^ gold } 34G 

Let real Merit then adorn your lays. 
For Shame atten^ds on proftituted praife t 
And all your wit, your moft cfiiBnguifli'd art, 
SutmakeB m^eve yoo vMLh« am hoo^ heart* 
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Nor think the Mufe by Satire^s Law confined : 345 
She yields defcription of the nobleft kind. 
Inferior art the Landfcape may defign^ 
And paint the purple evening in the line 1 
Her daring thought etfays a higher plan $ 
iler hand delineates Paflion, piflures Man. 350 

And great die toif 9 die lateAt (bul to trace. 
To paint the heart, and catch internal grace ; 
By turns bid Vice or Virtue ftrike our eyes. 
Now bid a Wolfey or a Ci^mwelt rife ; 
Now, with a touch more facred and itfinM, 355 

Call forih a Chefterfidd's or Lonfdale^s ntind. 
Here fwert or ihx>iig may eveiy Colour flow, 
titn let the pencil MraAn, the canvafs glow : 
Of light and (hide provoke the noble ftiife. 
And wake eadi) fMMlng feature fnto life. 3^0 
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PART III. 

THROUGH Ages thus has Satire keenly fkin'i 
The Friend to Truth, to Virtue, and Mankind 
Vet the bright flame from Virtue ne*er had fprung. 
And Man was guilty ere the Poet fung. 
This Mufe in filence joy'd each better Age, 3 

Till glowing crimes had wak*d her into rage. 
Ti'uth faw her honefl: fpleen with new delight. 
And bade her wing her ihafts, and urge their flight. 
Firft on the Sons of Greece flie prov'd her art, 
And Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart. 3 

To Latium next, avenging Satire flew i 
The flaming falchion rough Lucilius drew s 
'With dauntlefs warmth in Virtue's caufe engagM, 
And confcious Villains trembled as he ragM. 

Then fportive Horace caught the generous fire i 3 
For Satire's bow refign'd the founding lyre : 
Each arrow polifli'd in his hand was feen. 
And, as it grew more polifh'd, grew more keen. 
His art, concealed in ftudy'd negligence. 
Politely fly, cajol'd the foes of fenfe : 3 

He feem'd to fport and trifle with the dart. 
But, while he fported, drove it to the heart. 

In graver ftrains majeftic Periius wrote. 
Big with a ripe exuberance of thought : 
Greatly fedate, contemnM a Tyrant's reign, 3 

And liih^d Corruption with a calm difdain. 
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More ardent eloquence, and boundlefs nige> 
Inflame bold Juvenal*8 exalted page. 
His mighty numbers aw'd corrupted Rome, 
And fwept audacious greamefs to its doom \ 390 

The headlong torrent, thundering from on high. 
Rent the proud rock that lately bravM the fky. 

But lo ! the fatal Vi6lor of Mankind, 
Swoln Luxury !~pale Ruin ftalks behind ! 
As countlefs Infe^ls from the north-eaft pour, 39^ 

To blaft the Spring, and ravage every flower: 
So barbarous Millions fpread contagious death % 
The flckening Laurel witherM at their breath. 
Deep Superftition^s night the flues overhung. 
Beneath whofe baleful dews the Poppy fpning« 400 
No longer Genius woo'd the Nine to love, 
But Dulnefs nodded in the Mufe's grove : 
Wit, Spirit, Freedom, were the fole offence, 
Nor aught was held fo dangerous as Senfe. 

At length, again fair Science fliot her ray, 405 

DawnM in the flues, and fpoke i^tuming day. 
Now, Satire, triumph o'er thy flying foe. 
Now load thy quiver, flring thy flacken'd bow I 
Tis done^See great Erafmus breaks the fpell. 
And wounds triumphant Folly in her Cell I 410 

(In vain the folemn Cowl furrounds her face. 
Vain all her bigot cant, her four grimace) 
With fliame compelled her leaden throne to quit. 
And own the force of Reafon urg*d by Wit. 

^Twas then plain Donne in honefl vengeance rofe^ 
His Wit haimonious, though his Rhymt "^mLi -^o^x 
Vol. Ih C \^ 
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He 'midft an Age of Puns and Pedants wrote 
With genuine fenfei and Roman ftrength of thought. 

Yet fcarce bad Satire well relumM her flame, 
(With grief the Mufe records her Country^s fhame) 420 
Ere Britain faw the foul revolt commence. 
And treaeheroii» Wit began her war with Senfe. 
Then rofe a fhamelefs mercenary train, 
Whom lateft Time fiiall view with juft difdain : 
A race fantaftic,- in whofe gaudy line 425- 

Untutored thought and tinfel beauty (hinr: 
Wit*s ihatterM Mirror lies in fragments bright, 
Refle<5l8 not Nature, but confounds die fight. 
Dry Morals the Court-Poet blulh'd to fing ; 
'Twas all his praif^ to fay <« the oddeft thing.'* 439 
Proud for a }eft obicene, a Pation's nod. 
To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his God. 
Ill-fated Dryden I who unmov*d can fte 
Th' extremes of wit and meannefs joined in Thee ? 
Flames that could mount, and gain dieir kindred ikies. 
Low creeping in the putrid fink of yice : 
A Mufe whom Wiidom weo'd, butwooM in vain. 
The Pimp of Power, die Proftitute to Gain : 
Wreaths^ that flMuld deck fair Virtue's form alone, 
To Strumpets, Traitors, Tjrmuts, vilely tiirown : 440 
Unrival'd Parts, thtt fcom of honeft fame ; 
And Genius rift, a Monument of ibamt ! 

Mor& happy France: inunortal Boilcau there 
Supported Genius with a Sage^s eare : 
Hina^ with her love propitious Satire bleft, 445 

-And bPB^jtk'd im aire divine into hta breaft : 

Fancy 
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Fancy and Senie to form his line Confpiiv, 
And faultlefs Judgment guides the pureft Fire. 
But fee, at length, the Britiih Genius fmile. 
And fhower her bounties o*er her favour'd lile : 450 
Behold for Pope ihe twines the laurel crown. 
And centers every Pott's power in one : 
Each Romanes force adorns his various pagre ; 
Gay fmiks, coUe^ed ftrength, and mitnly mge. 
Defpairing Guilt and Dulnef^ loath the fight, 455 

As Spe^lres vanifli at approaching light t 
In this clear Mirror with delight wt view 
Each Image juftly fine, and boldly true : 
Here Vice, dragg'd forth by Truth's fupreme decree. 
Beholds and hates her oftm deformity ) 460 

While felf-feen Virtu* in the faithful line 
With modeft joys (lurveys her ibrm divine. 
But oh, what thoughts, what humbers fiial) I find, 
But faintly to exptefs the Poet's mind ! 
Who yonder Stari efiulgetK:e can difplay, • 465 

Unlefs he dip his p«Acil in the ray f 
Who paint a Cod, tnlefs the God infpire f 
What catch the lightning, but the fyttd of £re f 
So, mighty Pope, to make thy Getoius known. 
All power is weak, all numbers •» but thy own. 47^ 
Each Mufe for diee v^Uf kind comeAtion ffanove. 
For thee the Gracts feft th' Idalian grove 5 
With WBtdiful (bftdnefs e*tik- thy cradk hung^ 
Attun'd thy voice, and lorm*d thy infant tong^. 
Next, to bcr Btcd mafeftic Wififom eame { 4/5 

The bard enraptured cm^ ^ hflavdaly tertlft\ 
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With tafte fuperior fcorn^d the venal tribe. 

Whom fear can fway, or guilty grcatnefs bribe; 

At Fancy*s call who rear the wanton fail, 

Sport with the ibeam, and trifle in the gale : 4S0 

Sublimer views thy daring Spirit bound ; 

Thy mighty Voyage wa» Creation's round j 

Intent new Worlds of Wifdom to explore. 

And blefs Mankind with Virtue's (acred ftore $ 

A nobler joy than Wit can give, impart : 485 

And pour a moral tranfport o*er the heart. 

Fantaftic Wit flioots momentary fires. 

And, like a meteor, while we gaze, expires : 

Wit kindled by the fulphurous breath of Vice^ 

Like the blue lightning, while it ihines, deftroys : 490 

But Genius, firM by Tnith's eternal ray, 

Bums clear and conflant, like the ibiu-ce of day t 

Like this its beam, prolific and refin'd. 

Feeds, warms, infpirits, and exalts the mind ; 

Mildly difpels each wintery PaiIion*s gloom, 495 

And opens all the Virtues into bloom. 

This praife, immortal Pope, to thee be given. 

Thy Genius was indeed a Gift from Heaven. 

Hail, Bard unequal'd, in whofe deathlefs line 

Iteafon and wit with ftrcngdx colle£Ud fliine $ 500 

Where matchlefs Wit but wTns die fecond praife. 

Loft, nobly loft, in Tnith^s fuperior blaze. 

Did Friendfliip e'er miflead thy wandering Mufe ? 

That Friendftiip lure may plead the great excufe t 

That facred Friendihip mduch infpir'd thy Song, 50 fr 

Fail- in d$fe^ and amiably wrong. 

Error 
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Error like this cv'n Truth can fcarcc reprove 5 
'Tis almoft Virtue when it flows from Love. 

Ye deathlefs Names, ye Sons of endlefs praife. 
By Virtue crownM with never-fading bays 1 510 

Say, fhall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire, 
Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ? 
Or if, O Warburton, infpirM by You, 
The daring Mufe a nobler path pmfue. 
By You infpirM, on trembling pinions foar, 515 

The facred founts of focial blifs explore. 
In her bold numbers chain the Tyrants rage. 
And bid her Country's glory fire her page : 
If fuch her fate, do thou, fair Truth, defcend. 
And watchful guard her in an honeft end : 520 

Kindly fevere, inftruft her equal line 
To court no Friend, nor own a Foe but thine. 
But if her giddy eye fhould vainly quit 
Thy facred paths, to run the maze of wit 5 
If her apoftate heart fhould e'er incline 525 

To offer incenfe at Corruption's fhrine 5 
Urge, urge thy power, the black attempt confound. 
And dafh the fmoaking Cenfer to the ground* 
Thus aw'd to fear, infhii6ted Bards may fee 
That guilt is doom'd to fmk in Infamy, 530 
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THE 

DESIGN. 

T T AVING propofed to write fomc pieces on Hu- 
-*-*' man Life and Manners, fuch as (to ufe my lord 
Bacon^s exprefiion) ** come home to Men*s Buiinefs and 
Bofoms,'^ I thought it more fatisfa^ory to begin with 
coniidering Man in the abftra6):, his Nature, and his 
State i dnce, to prove any moral Duty, to enforce any 
moral precept, or to examine the perfeftion or imperfec- 
tion of any creature whatfoever, it is neceffary firft to 
know what condition and relation it is placed in, and 
what is the p^roper end and purpofe of its being. 

The fcience of Human Nature is, like all other fci- 
ences, reduced to a few clear points : There are not many 
certain truths in this world. It is therefore in the Ana- 
tomy of the Mind . as in that of the Body ; more good 
will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, 
and perceptible parts, than by ftudying too much fuch 
£ner neiTes and veflels, the conformations and ufes of 
which will for ever efcape our obfervation. The dif- 
putes are all upon thefe laft ; and I will venture to fay, 
they have lefs Sharpened the wits than the hearts of men 
againft each other, and have diminiflied the practice, 
more than advanced the theory of Morality. If I could 
fatter myfelf that this Effay has any merit, it is in 
fleering betwixt the extremes of do^ines feemingly 
oppodte, in paffing over terms utterly uaitittU\^\Vi\fc» 
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and in forming a temperate yet not inconfiftent, and a 
ihort yet not imperfeft, fyftem of Ethics. 

This I might*have done in profe j but I chofe verfe, 
and even rhyme, for two reafons. The one will appear 
obvious ; that principles, maxims, or precepts fo writ- 
ten, both ftrikc the reader more ftrongly at firft, and 
are more eafily retained by him afterwards : The other 
«jay fcera odd, but it is true ; I fbiind I could exprefs 
them more fliortly this way than in profe itfelf ; and 
nothing is mort certain, than that nmch of the force as 
inrell as grace of arguments or inftru6bions, depends on 
their concifenefs. I was unable to treat this part of my 
fubje6): more in detail, without becoming dry and te- 
diouaj or more poetically, without facrificing perfpi- 
cuity to ornament, without wandering frbm the preci- 
iion, or breaking the chain of reafoning : If any man can 
'^nite all thefe without diminution of any of them, I freely 
confefs he will compafs a thing above my capacity. 

What is now publifhed, is only to be confidered as a 
general Map of Man, marking out no more than the 
greater parts, their extent, their limits, and their con- 
Jieftjon, but l€a:dng the particular to be more fully 
'delineated in the charts which are to follow. Confe- 
•^uently, thefe Epiftles in their progrefs (if I have health 
snd leifure to make any progrefs) will be lefs dry, and 
more fufceptiblc of poetical ornament. I am here only 
•opening the fountains, and clearing the pafiage. To de- 
-duce the rivers, to follow them in their courfe, and to 
obfervc their offift9> may be a ta& more agreeable. 

_ AN 
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H. St. John, Lord Bolingbrokc. 

ARGUMENT OF 

EPISTLE I. 

Of the Nature and State of Man with refped to 
the Univerfe. 

O F Man in the abftraft.— I. That we can judge only 
with regard to our own fyftem, being ignorant of the 
relations of fyftems and things, ver. 17. &c. II. That 
Man is not to be deemed imperfeft, but a Being fuited 
to his place and i*ank in the creation, agreeable to the 
general Order of things, and confoimable to Ends and 
Relations to him unknown, ver. 35, &c. III. That 
it is partly upon his Ignorance of future events, and 
partly upon the hope of a future ftate, that all his hap- 
pinefs in the prefent depends, ver. 77. &c. IV. The 
pride of aiming at more knowledge, and pretctvd\iv^x.o 



28 ARGUMENT. 

more Perfeftion, the caufe of Man's error and mifcry. 
The impiety of putting himfelf in the place of God, and 
judging of the fitnefs or uniitoefs, perfeftion or im- 
perfeftion, juftice or injufticc, ofhis difpehfations, ver. 
109, &c. V. The abfurdity of conceiting himfelf the 
final caufe of the creation, orexpefting that peifeftion 
in the moral world, which is not in the natui*al, ver. 
131, &c. VI. The unreafonablenefs of his complaints 
againft Providence, while on the one hand he demands 
the Perfeftion of the Angels, and on the other the bo* 
dily qualifications of the Brutes 5 though, to poffefs 
any of the fenfitive faculties in a higher degree, would 
render him miferable, ver. 173, &c. VII. That 
throughout the whole vifible world, an univerfal or- 
der and gradation in the fenfual and mental faculties 
is obfervcd, which caufes a fubordi nation of creature 
to creature, and of all creatures to Man. The gra- 
dations of fenfe, inftin^, thought, refie6lion, reafon ; 
that Reafbn alone countervails all the other faculties, 
ver. 207. VIII.' How much farther this order and 
fubordination of living creatures may extend, above 
and below us j were any part of which broken, not 
that part only, but the whole connefted creation muft 
be deftroyed, ver. 233. IX. The extravagance, 
madnefs, and pride of fuch a defire, ver. 250. X. 
The confcquence of all the abfolute fubmiflion due 
to Providence, both as to our prefent and future ftate, 
ver. 28 X, &c. to the end. 
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EPISTLE I. 

A W A K E, my St. John f leave all meaner tfiings 
•** To low ambition, and the pride of Kings, 
Let us (fmce Life can little more fupply 
Than juft to look about us, and to die) 
Expatiate free o^er all this fcene of Man $ 5 

A mighty maze ! but not without a plan 5 
A Wild, where weeds and flowers promifcuous (hoot : 
Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fiiiit. 
Together let us beat this ample field. 
Try what the open, what the covert yield ! « xe 

The latent trafts, the giddy heights, explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or fightlefs foar 5 
Eye Nature's walks, fhoot Folly as it flies. 
And catch the Manners living as they rife : 
Laugh where we muft, be candid where we can 5 1 5 
But vindicate the ways of God to man. 

I. Say firft, of God above, or Man below. 
What can we reafon, but from what we know ? 
Of Man, what fee we but his flation here. 
From which to i^eafon, or to which refer ? 20 

Through worlds unnumbered tho' the God be known, 
*Tis ours to ti-ace him only in our own. 
He, who through vaft immenfity can pierce. 
See worlds on worlds compofe one univerfe, 
Obfei-ve how fyftem into fyfl:em runs, 25 

What other planets circle other funs^ 
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What vary'd Being peoples every ftar. 

May tell whyHeavch his made us as we are. 

But of this frame the bearings and the ties. 

The ftrong connections, nice dependencies, 30 

Gradations juf)> has thy pervading foul 

Look'd through ? or can a pait contain the whole ? 

Is the great chain, that draws all to agree. 
And drawn fupports, upheld by God, or thee ? 

11. Prefumptttous Man ! the reafon wquldft thou find. 
Why formed to weak, fo little, and fo blind i 
Firft, if thou canft, the harder reafon guefs. 
Why formed no weaker, blinder, and no lefs ? 
Afk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or ftronger than the weeds they fkade 3 40 

Or afk of yonder argent fields above. 
Why Jove's Satellites arc lefs than Jove ? 

Of Syftems poffible, if 'tis confeft. 
That Wifdom infinite muft form the beft. 
Where all muft full or not coherent be, 45 

And all that rifcs, rife in due degree $ 
Then, in the fcale of reafoning life, 'tis plain. 
There muft be, ibmewhere, fuch a rank as Man : 
And all the quefticm (wrangle e'er fo long) 
Is only this, if God has pkic'd him wrong ? 5a 

Rcfpefting Man, whatever wrong we call 
May, muft be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, though labour'd on with pain, 
A thoufand movements fcarce one purpofe gain } 
In God's, one fingle can its end produce $ 55 

yet Atrves to fccond too fome other ufe. 
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So Man, who here fcems principal alone^ 

Perhaps afts fecond to feme fphere unknown. 

Touches fome wheel, or verges to fomc goal ; 

•Tis but a part we fee, and not a whole. Co 

When the proud fteed fliall know why man reftrains 
His fieiy courfe, or drives him o'er the plains ; 
When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod. 
Is now a viftim, and now Egypt's God : 
Then ihall Man*8 pride and dulnefs comprehend 65 
His anions, paflions", being's, ufe and end ; 
Why doing, fuflfering, check'd, impelled 5 and why 
This horn* a flave, the next a deity. 

Then fay not Man's imperfcf^. Heaven in fault ; 
Say rather, Man 's as perfeft as he ought : 70 

His knowledge meafur*d to his ftate and place ; 
His time a moment, and a point his fpace. 
If to be perfeft in a certain fphere. 
What matter, foon or late, or here, or there ? 
The bleft to-day is as completely fo, 75 

As who began a thoufand years ago. 

in. Heaven from all creatures hides the book of Fate, 
All but the page prefcrib''d, their pi*efent (bte : 

From 

VARIATIONS. 

In the former Editions, ver. 64. 

Now wears a garland an Egyptian God. 
After ver. 68. the following lines in the firft Edition .^ 

If to be perfeA in a certain fphere. 

What naatter, fooa or late, or here, or there f 

The bleft to-day is as comi^etely P>, 

As who hegpm ten thoufauad years ago. 
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From brutes what men, from men what (pints know : 

Or who could fuffer Being here below j Zo 

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day. 

Had he thy Reafon, would he Ikip and play ? 

PleasM to the lail, he crops the flowery food, 

And licks the hand juft raisM to fhed his blood. 

Oh blindnefs to the future ! kindly given, 85 

That each may fill the circle mark'd by Heaven ; 

Who fees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perifh, or a fparrow fall. 

Atoms or fyftems into ruin hurl'd. 

And now a bubble bui-ft, and now a world. 90 

Hc^d humbly then ; with trembling pinions foar $ 
Wait the great teacher Death j and God adore. 
What future blifs, he gives not thee to know. 
But gives that Hope to be thy bleffing now. 
Hope fprings eternal in the human bread : 95 

Man never Is, but always To be bleft : 
The foul, uneafy, and confin'd from home, 
Refts and expatiates in a life to come. ^ 

Lo, the poor Indian 1 whofe untutorM mind 
$ees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind} xoo 

His 

VARIATIONS* 

After ver. 8S. in the MS. 

No great, no little ; 'tis as much decreed 
That Virgil's Gnat fhould die as Cxfai* bleed. 

Ver. 93. in the firft Folio and Quaito, 
What biifs above he gives not thee to know. 
But gives that Hope to be thy blifs below. 
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His foul proud Science never taught to ftray 

Far as tiie folar walk, or ihilk j way ; 

Yet fimple Nature to his hope has given. 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heaven | 

Some fafer world in depth of woods embrac*d» 105 

Some happier ifland in the watery wafte. 

Where (laves once more dieir native land behold. 

No ^ends torment, no OhrifBans third for gold. 

To Be, c on t en l s his natufiil deiire. 

He a&s no Angel's Wilsg, no Seraph^s fire; no 

But thinks, adiAitted to disft equal fky. 

His faithful dog fhall be^ hiih cdftip^y. 4 

IV. Go, vnfer th<m ! and in thy fcale of fenfe. 
Weigh thy Opition againfi Providdice } 
Call imperfeClioii what fhoti faricy'^ft Ihch, 1 1.5 

9ay, here he givM too liftle, fhtire too much 1 
Defboy all creatufes tor fhy iport or guft, 
Yet cry, t^Mah^s unhappy, God 's imjufl; 
If Man alofitf ifigtdf^ not Heaven's high care^ 
Alone made perA^ hett, liniAoTtat ihttt 1 t ao 

Sfnatch fom fcif hVftd At batafici and the rod» 
Re- judge his Jufttc^, btf tte God of God. 
In Mdb, m rc^oni*^ Ihride, 6th: tirfor liis } 
All qfuh tfaefar f]pbere, and nifh int6 die (kii^^ 
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After ver. tot* in t&i fM BdifioA | 
But do«i he €^ the Maker isf Mt good» 
Till he 's eMlted to whM ftate he w6u'd ; 
Himfelf alone high Heaven's peculiar care» 
Alone made hiippjr when he will, and wVi«t^ ^ 
Vol, II. JD 
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Pride ftill is aiming at the bleft abodes^ 125 

Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 
Afpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 
Afpiripg to be Angels, Men rebel : 
And who but wiihes to invert the laws 
*6f Order, fins againft th' Eternal Caufe. 1 30 

V. Afk for what end the heavenly bodies ihine, 
Eartli for whofe ufe ? Pride anfwers, " 'Tis for mine : 
** For me kind Nature wakes her genial power j 
** Suckles each herb, and fpreads out every flower j 
*< Annual for me, the grape, the rofe, renew 135 

*' The juice ne^^areous, and the balmy dew } 
" Forme, the mine a thoufand treafures brings; 
*' For me, health gufhes from a thoufand fprings ; 
** Seas roll to waft me, funs to light mc rife 5 
^' My foot-ftool earth, my canopy the ikies." 140 

But errs not Nature from this gracious end. 
From burning funs when livid deaths defcend. 
When earthquakes fwallow, or when tempefts fweep - 
Towns to' one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 
*< No ('tis reply'd) the firft Almighty Caufe 145 

" Afts not by. partial, but by general laws 5 
" Th' exceptions few j fomc change fmce all began : 
*« And what created perfeft ?"— Why then Man ? 
If. the great end be human Happinefs, 
Then Nature deviates 5 and can Man do lefs ? 150 

As much that end a conftant courfe reqyircs 
Of fliow^rs and fun-fliinc, as of Man's defires j 
As much eternal fprings and cloudlef^ ikies, 
As mcQ for ever temperate, calm, and wife. 

■•'■•••■ ' • ■ Vi 
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If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven's defign. 

Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 

Who knows, but he whofe hand the lightning forms, 

Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ftonns j 

Pours fierce Ambition in a Caefar's mind. 

Or turns young Ammon loofe to fcourge mankind ? 160 

From pride, from pride, our very reafoning fprings j 

Account fortaoral as for natural things : 

Why charge we Heaven in thofe, in thefe acquit ? 

In both, to reafon right, is to fubmit. 

Better for us, perhaps, it might appeal*, 165 

Were there all harmony, all virtue here j 
That never air or ocean felt the wind. 
That never paflion difcompo^M the mind. 
But all fubfifts by elemental ftrife ; 
And paflions are the elements of Life. j 70 

The general Order, fince the whole began. 
Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 

VI. WTiat would this Man ? Now upward will he foar. 
And, little lefs than Angel, would be more ; 
Now looking downwards, juft as grievM appears 175 
To want the ftrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for*his ufe all creatures if he call. 
Say what their ufe, had he the powers of all ? 
Nature to theie, without prdfufion, kind. 
The proper organs, proper powers aflign'd ; 180 

Each feeming want compenfated of courfe. 
Here witK degrees of fwiftnefs, there of force j 
All in exaft proportion 'to the ftate ; 
Nothing to addj sind nothing to abate. 
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Each beafty each infe^l, happy in its own : itg 

Is 'Heaven unkind to Man^ and Man alone ? 
Shall he alone> whom rational we call. 
Be pleas'd with nothing, if not bleft with all ? 
' The blifs of Man (could Pride that bldSng find) 
Is not to z6i or think beyond mankind j i ^ 

No powers of body or of foul to ihai-e. 
But what his nature and his ftate can bear. 
Why has not Man a microfcopic eye ? 
For this plain reafon, Man is not a Fly* 
Say what the ufe, were finer optics giyen, 195 

'T" infpeft a mite, not comprehend the hearen ? 
Or touch, if tremblingly aUye all o^er. 
To fmart and agonize at every pore ? 
Or qiiick effluvia darting through the brain^. 
Die of a rofe in aromatic pain ? 10a. 

If nature thundered in his opening ears> 
And ftunn'd him with t^ie mufic of the fpbejrcsy 
How would he wi(b tha^ Heaven ha4 left hm ^ 
The whiipering Zephyr, and the purling rill I 
Ayho finds not Providence ail good and wife^ 905 

Alike in what it gives, and what denies ? 

VII. Far as Creation*s ample range extends. 
The fcale of fenfual, mental powers aiceiiat s 
Maxk how it mounts to^lMan's imperial hit. 
From the green myriads in Unit peopled^ grafs s %ta 

What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme. 
The mole's dim curtain, and the lynxes beam : 
Of fmeli, the headlong lionefs between, 
.And hound &ggciQ}i% oa the taiAUd gjiieea 1 

Of 
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Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 215 

To that which warbles through the venial wood ? 
The fpider's touch, how exquifitely fine ! 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line 1 
In the nice bee, what fcnfe fo fubtly true 
From poiifonous herbs extrads the healing dew : %%o 
How Inflin£l varies in the groveling fwinc. 
Compared, half-reafoning elephant, with thine ! 
*Twixt that, and Reafon, what a nice banier ! 
For ever iepai*ate, yet for ever near ! 
Remembrance and Reflection how allied ; 225 

What thin partitions Senfe from Thought divide 1 
And Middle natures^ how they long to joiny 
Y^ never pafs th* infuperable line ! 
Without this juft gradation, coxild they be 
Subjected, thefe to thofe, or all to thee? 230 

The powers of all fubdued by thee alone. 
Is no^ thy Jleafon all thefe powers in one ? , - 
VIII. See, through this air, this ocean, and this 
earth. 
All matter quick, and bur^g into birth. 
Above, how high, progreilive life may go ! 235 

Aroimd, how wide ! how deep extend below ! 
Vaft chain of being ! which from God began. 
Natures aethereal, humap, angel, man, 
Beaft, bird, fifli, infeCt, what no eye can fee. 
No glafs can reach ; from Infinite to thee, 240 



From 



. VARIATION. 

Ver. 23S. Ed. ifl:. 
EthdtaJ e0cnce, fplrit, fubfbnce, man. 
I>3 
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From thee to Nothing.— On fupeiior powers 

Were we to prefs, inferior might on ours ; 

Or in the full Creation leave a void. 

Where, one ftep broken, the great fcale 's deftroy'd : 

From Nature's chain whatever link you ftrike, 245 

Tenth, or ten thoufandth, breaks the chain alike. 

And, if each fyftem in gradation roll 
Alike eflentlal to th' amazing Whole, 
The leaft confufion but in one, not all 
That fyftem only, but the Whole muft fall. 250 

Let Earth unbalancM from her orbit fly. 
Planets and Suns run lawlefs through the fky ; 
Let ruling Angels from Acir fpheres be hurl'd. 
Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world ; 
Heaven's whole foundations to their centre nod, 255 
And Nature trembles to the throne of God. 
All this dread Order break — for whom ? for thee ? 
Vile worm ! — oh Madnefs I Pride ! Impiety ! 

IX. What if the foot, ordain'd the duft to tread. 
Or hand, to toil, afpir'd to be the head ? 260 

What if the head, the eye, or ear, repin'd 
To fcrve mere engines to the ruling Mind ? 
Juft as abfurd for any part to claim 
To be another, in this general frame : 
Juft as abfurd, to mourn the talks or pains 265 

The great directing Mind of all ordains. 

All are but parts of one ftupendous whole, 
Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ; 
That, changed through all, and yet in all the fame ; 
Great in the earth, as in th* aethcreal fr?ime } 270 

Warms 
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Warms in the fiuiy refreshes in the breeze. 

Glows in the ftars, and bloffoms in the trees. 

Lives through all life, extends through all extent; 

Spreads undivided, operates unfpent ; 

Breathes in our foul, informs our mortal part, 275 

As full, as perfe^l, in a hair at heart $ 

As full, as perfe^l, in vile Man that mourns. 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and bums : 

To him no high, no low, no great, no fmall 5 

He fills, he bounds, conne£ls, and equals all. 280 

X. Ceafe then, nor Order Imperfeflion name : 
Our proper blifs depends on what we blame. ' ' 
Know Ay own point : This kind, this diie degree 
Of blindnefs, weaknefs, Heaven beftows on thee. 
Submit. — In this, or any other fphere, 285 

Secure to be as bleft as thou can ft beai* : 
Safe in the hand of one difpofing Power, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee 5 
All Chance, Direftipn,. which thou canft not fee; igo 
All Difcord, Hannony not underftood : * ' 
All partial Evil, univerfal Good. 
And, fpite of Pride, in emng Reafon^s ipite, / * 
One truth is clear. Whatever is, is RiiJij[T« 

VAfLIATION. . . ' -.'/:. J. . 

After ver. 282. in the MS. ' '\ 

Reafon, to think of God, when (he; pretends, . 1 
Begins a Cenfor, an Adorer ends. 
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ARGUMENT OF 

EPISTLE 11. 

Of the Nature, and State of Man with i^fpcfi to 
Himfelf^ a& an iBdividaal. 

I. Th e bufinefs of Man not to pry into God> but to ftudy 
himfelf. His Middle Nature : his Powers and Frail- 
ties, vcff^ X to 19. The Limits of his Capacity, ver., 
19, &c. 11. The two Principles of Man, Self-love 
and Reafon, both neceflaryj ver. 53, &c. SeIf-IQye^ 
the ftronger, and.why, ver. 67, &c. Their end the- 
fame, ver. 8x, &c. III. Th^ PaiHons, and their., 
life, ver. 93 to 130. The Predominant Paflion^ and) 
its force, ver. 132 to 160. Its Necefilty, in dire6Ung; 
Men to different purpofes, ver. 165,^ &c. Its provi- 
dential Ufe, in fixing our Principle, and afcertain* 
ing our Virtu e<^ ver. 177. IV. Virtue and Vke 
joined u[i our mixed I<}ature4 the limits near, yet the 
things leparate and .evident : What is the Office of 
Keafon, ver* 201 to 2)6. V. How odious Vice in it- 
felf, and how we deceive ourfelyes into it, ver. 217. 
VI. That, however,., the Epds of. Providence and 
genend Good are anfwered in our PafHons and Im- 
perfections, ver. 238, &c. How ufefully thefe are 
difh-ibuted to all Orders of Men» ver. 241. How 
ufeful (they are^to S<^iety, ver. 251 . And to Indivi- 
duals, ver. 263. In every ftate, and every age of 
life, ver. 273, &Ct 
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EPISTLE II. 

I. 1^NOWthen%felf, preAime not Godtofcati^ 

•1^ The pffojiBr fbndy of Mankind is Man. 
Plac'd on this ifthmut of a middle ftate, 
A being darkly wifei and rudely great t 
With too much. knowledge for the Sceptic fide,* ^ 

With too muchweaknefs foi* the Stoic*s pride. 
He hangs between* j in doubt to a£t, or reftf 
In doubt to deemhimfelf a God» orBeaft'^ 
In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer ; 
Bom but to di«y and reafoning Iratta err; : to^ 

Alike in ignorancey. his reafon fuch» 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much : ^ 
Chaos of Thought and Paffion, all confused j 
Still by himfelf abus'd or difabus'd ; 
Created half .to Jife, and half to fall $ 15 

Great lord of all dungs, yet a prey to all ; 
Sole judge of Tinlh, in endlefs Error hurPd : 
The ^ory, jeft, and riddle of the world ! 

Go, wondrous dvatufc I mount where Science goidsii. 
Go, meafuiecatdij wef|^ air, and (Biteflse ttd^ $ 20 

Inft^ 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. s. Ed. ift. 
The only fcitnceY)£ Mankind is Maa^ 

After yer. iS. in the MS. 
For n^re peif e6tion than this ftate caa bear 
In vain we fighy Heaven made us as we are. 
As wifelv furs a modeft Ape might aim 
TohcJikcMao, iflia/c&icuitxes and&ame 
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Inftruft the planets in what orbs to run, 

Correft old Tlibe, and regulate the Sun j 

Go, foar with Plato to th' empyreal fpherc, 

To the fifft good, firft perfect, and firft fair 5 

Or tread the mazy round hh followers trod, 25 

And quitting fenfe call imitating God 5 

As Eaftem priefts in giddy circles run, 

^nd turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 

Go, teaclv Eternal Wifdom how to rule-*^ 

Then drop i^o thyfelf, and be a fool ! 30 

Superior b^gs,. when of late they faw 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, 
AxipiirM fuch (Wifilom in an earthly ihape, 1 

And fhew'd a Newton as we (hew an Ape. 
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VARIATIONS. 



He fees, he feels,' as you or I to be 
An Angel thing we neither knew nor fee. 

Obferve how near he edges on our race j 

What human tricks ! how rifible of face ! 

It muft be fo — why elfe have I the fenfe 

Of more than monkey charms and excellence ? 
r Why elfe to walk on two fo oft eifay'd I 
, And why Ais ardent longing for a maid ? 

^o P^g might plead, and call his Gods unkind 
'Till ftt on end, and married to his mind. 

Go, reafoning Thing ! affiime the Doftor's chair. 

As Plato deep, as Seneca fevere : 

Fix moral fitncfs, and to God give rule, 

Then drop into thyfelf, &c. 

Ver. 21. Edit. '4di and 5th. 

Shew by yvhii rules the wandering .planets ftray, 
Corre^ qM Time, and teach the Sun his Way. 
^ 
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Could he, whofe rules the rapid Comet bind, 35 

Defcribe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 
"Who faw its fires here life, and there defcend. 
Explain his own beginning, or his end j 
Alas, what wonder ! Man^s fuperior part 
Unchecked may rife, and climb from art to art ; 40 
But when his own great work is but begun. 
What Reafon weaves, by Paflion is undone. 

Trace Science then, with Modefty thy guide j 
Firft ftrip off all her equipage of Pride j 
I>edu6l what is but Vanity or Drefs, 45 

Or Learning's Luxury, or Idlenefs 5 
Or tricks to fliew the ftretch of human brain. 
Mere cuiious pleafure, or ingenious pain ; 
Expunge the whole, or lop th' excrefcent parts 
Of all our Vices have created Arts ; 50 

Then fee how little the remaining fum, 
Which fcrvM the paft, and muft the times to come I 

II. Two Principles in human nature reign j 
Self-love, to urge, and Reafon, to reftrain 5 
Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 55. 

Each works its end, to move or govern all : 
And to their proper operation ftill, 
Afcribe all Good, to their improper 111. , 

Self-love, the fpring of motion, afts the foul 5 
Reafon's comparing balance rules the whole. 60 

Man,' 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 35. Ed. firft. 

Could he, who taught each Planet where to roll, 
Defcribe or fix one movement of the Soul ? 
Who marked their points to rile or to defcttid, 
ExpMn bis own beginningj or his end \. 



i4&n, b{^t for tiiaty no action coutd attend, 

And> but fdi* this, were a^vie to no end : 

Fix'd like? a*pfe.rit on his peculiar fpot, 

To draw nutritibn, propagate, arid" rot : 

Or, meteor-liKtf, flkm^ lawlefs tKroiigli the void, 6$ 

iS^ftroyihg others, by Kimfelf deftroyM. 

Moft (b^rigfh' the" nu)vlhg principle requires j 
Active its talSf, ii'proinpts, impels, infpires. 
Sedate a£h'dqti!eVth€ comparing lies. 
Formed but to check, delibdi-ate, and advife. 70 

SiEllf-love, ftill ftronger, as its^obje^ls nigh ; 
Reafon ^s at diftance*, and in profpe£i lie : 
That fees immediate good by prefent fenfe 
Reafon, the futui*e and thei'conKequence. 
Thicker than'argumehts, temptations throng, 75 

At beft more watchf\il this, but that niorc ftrong. 
The A6lion of the (trohger to fufpend 
Reafon" ftiil life, to Reafon fUtl attend. 
Attention,^ habit, and experience gaihs ; 
Bach fbengdiens Beaton, and Selit'-love'relhains. 80 
At fubtle fchoolmeh teach 'tl^fe friends 'to fight. 
More ftudiousto'dfyide tlian to unite j 
And Grace and Virtii^, Seiife and* Reafon Tpjit, 
With all the rafh'dextcHty of witl* 
Wits, jtiirtikc Tools, at wu- aboutaiiangle, 85 

iwe full as oft ho meaning, or the fame. 
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VARIATION. 

After ver. 86s in the MS*. 
Of good ajid'teVM'Cieai'^j^^fnBlMWI^hi 

offfoikthMtfiijLtmii^um^mMi 
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Self-lore and Reafon to onp end aipii;e» 

Pain their averiion^ Pleafure their delirp: 

But greedy That, its obje£l would devour. 

This tafte the honey, and not woiind ^e flower; ^p 

f^Jeafurey or wron^ or rightly underftobd. 

Our greatetb evil, or our greateft good. ^ 

III. Modes of Self-love the T^Bons we may call : 
^Tis real good, or feeming, nioyes t^em all : 
But fince not every good we can divide, j|| 

And Reafon bids us for our own provide t 
Paflions, though felfiih, if their niean,§ l^ fair, 
Lift under Reafon, and deferve her care i 
Thofe, that imparted, court a nobler aim. 
Exalt their l^in4> and take fome Virti^^s )iame« xoo 

In lazy Apathy let Stpics boaft 
Their Virtue flxM; ^tjs ^iCd as in a froft } 
Contracted ail, retiring to the breaft j 
But fbength of mind is Exercife, not Refjt s 
The rifing tempeft ||>uts in a£l the foul, xoe 

Farts it may ravage, but preferves the whole. 
On Iife*s vaft ocean diverfely we fail, 
Reafon the card, but Pailion is the gale { 
Nor God alon9 in the ftill calm we find. 
He mounts the flojfm, and walks upon the wind, xiq 

After ver. io8. in the MS. 

A tedious Voyage ! where how. u£$le& lief 
The compofs, i? i^<^ powerful gufts anfcl 



4* P O P E'S P O E M S. 

Paflions, like elements, though bom to fight. 
Yet, mix'd and foftenM, in his work unite : 
Thefe 'tis enough to temper and employ ; 
But what compofes Man, can Man deftroy ? 
Suffice that Reafon keep to Nature's road, 115 

Suhjeft, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleafure's fmiling train i 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain, 
*rhefe mixt with art, and to due bounds confin'd. 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind : 120 

The lights and (hades, whofe well-accorded ftrife 
Gives all the ftrength and colour of our life. 

Pleafures are ever in bur hands or eyes 5 
And, when in aft they ceafe, in profpeft rife i 
Prefent to grafp, and future ftill to find, 125 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All fpread their charms, but charm not all alike j 
Pn different fences, different objefts flrike; 
Jlence different Paffions more or lefs inflame. 
As flrong or weak, the organs of the frame ; 13© 

And hence one mafter Paffion in the breaft. 
Like Aai'on's ^eipeQt, fwallows up the reft. 

As Man, peiliajps, the moment of his breath. 
Receives the lurking principle of death ; 
The young difeafe, that muft fubdue at length, 135 
Grows with his growth>and ftrengthcns with his (fa-en gth: 

So, 

VARIATION. 

After ver. it 2. in the MS. 
,The foft reward the virtuous, or invite ; * 

The £ercc, the vicious punilh or ^Rt\^x^% 
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So, caft and mingled with bis very frame. 
The Mind's difeafe, its ruling Faifion came 5 
Each vital humour, which ihould feed the whole. 
Soon flows to this, in body and in foul : i^ 

Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head. 
As the mind opens, and its functions fpread. 
Imagination plies her dangerous art, 
And pours it all upon the peccant part. 

Nature its mother. Habit is its nurfe $ 14.5 

Wit, Spirit, Faculties, but make it worfe $ 
Kealbn itfelf but gives it edge and power 5 
As Heaven's bleft beam turns vinegar more four. 

We, wretched fub]e6ls though to lawful fway. 
In -this weak queen, fome favourite ftill obey: j^% 

Ah I if (he lend not arms, as well as rules. 
What can (he more than tell us we are fools ? 
Teach us to mouni our Nature, not to mend j 
A fliarp accufer, but a helptefs friend ! 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to perfuade 155 

The choice we make, or juftify it made ; 
Proud of an eafy conqueft all along. 
She but removes weak pafHons for the ftrong : 
So, when fmall humours gather to a gout. 
The doAor fancies he has driven them out, 160 

Yes, Nature's road muft ever be preferred ; 
Reafon is hei-e no guide, but ftill a guard j 
'Tis hers to re6lify, not overthrow. 
And treat this paflion moi-e as friend than foe 5 
A mightier Power the ftrong direftion fends, 165 

And i'everal Men impels to ieveral ends ; 
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Like varying windsy Isy odier psffions toft, 

This drives diem oonftant to a certain coaft. 

Let poner or knowledge, gold or glory, pleafe, 

cQr (oft more fbong than all) the love of eafe ; 170 

Through life 'tif followed, ev'n at life's expence^ 

The mercJiaiiC's toil, the fage's indolence. 

The monk's humility, ^ hero'^ pcide. 

All, all alike, (nd Rea(<»i on Hheir.iide. 

Th* Eternal Art, Cueing good from ill, 175 

Grafts on thif P^0io& our iMft princij^e t 
'Tis thus the Mvc^uy of Man is iix*d. 
Strong fff^HW the Virtue with ^lis naitwe mlxM ; 
The dnoft cQ^ente what clfe wmi too refin'd, 
4^d in 9016 intciift body afts widi mind. xS» 

As fruitSj Dii^gr^teful to the planter's care. 
On favaga ftocks iaCbrted learn to bear; 
The fure^ Virtues thus from PaiEons ihooty 
Wild Nature's vigoiur working at the root. 
What crops of wk 9&d honefiy appear 1 85 

. From fpleen, fitwi ohilioacy, hate, or fear I 
See anger, zeal and fortitude fupply $ 
£v'n avarice;, fni4w» i flo^ philofophy $ 
Luft, through ibme certain ftraiaera v9tll refin'd, 
la gentle love, and charms all woaBankiod { i^* 

Envy, to wtbidi th* ignoble mind 's a flave. 
Is emulation in the leam'd or brave j 
Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name. 
But what wi^l grow on Pridci» ov grow on Shame. 

Thus 

VARIATION. 

J^Jier ver. 1^4., in thcM?^. 
Moyfraft, with Pailion, Virtue ^vtitiVtt OcotkiO. 
Then ihine$ die Hero, then the ¥a»\oX.^K^xm%« 
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Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 195 
The virtue neareft to our vice ally'd : 
Reafon the byas turns to good from illj 
And Nero i-eigns a Tittis, if he will. 
The fieiy foul abhor'd in Catiline, 
In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine : 200 

The fame ambition can deftroy or fave. 
And makes a patriot as it makes a knave. ^ 

This light and darknefs in our chaos joinM, 
What fhall divide ? The God within the mind. 

Extremes inQature equal ends produce, 205 

In man they join to fome myilerious ufe $ 
Though each by turns the other's bound invade. 
As, in fome well-wrought pifture, light and fliade. 
And oft fo mix, the difference is too nice 
Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice* 210 

Fools! 

VARIATIONS. 

Pelcus' great Son, or Brutus, who had known. 
Had Lua-ece been a Whore, or Helen none ? 
But Virtues oppofite to make agree. 
That, Reafon ! is thy talk, and worthy Thee* 
Hard talk, cries Bibulus, and Reafon weak. 
—Make it a point, dear Marquefs, or a pique. 
Once, for a whim, perfuade yourfelf to pay 
A debt to reafon, like a debt at play. 
For right or wrong, have mortals fuflfer'd tnore ? 
B— — for his Prince, or * • for his Whore ? 
Whofe felf-dcnials nature moft control ? 
His, who would fave a Sixpence, or his Soul ? 
Web for his health, a Chartreux for his Sin, 
Contend they not which fooneft fhall grow thin I 
What we refolve, we can : but here's the fa.uk. 
We ne'er i-eiblve to do the thing we ougVit. 
Vol, IL £ 
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Fooh ! who from hence into the notion full. 
That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 
If white and black blend, ibften, and unite 
A thoufand ways^ is there no black or white? 
Aik your own heart, and nothing is Co plain $ %i^ 

*Tis to miftake them, coftsthe time and pain* 

Vice is a monfter of fo frightful mien, 
As, to be hated, needs but to be feen i 
Yet feentoo oft, familiar with her face. 
We firft eiidure, then pity, then embrace. 9«9 

But where th' Extreme of Vice, was iO*er agreed : 
Alk where 's the North ? ^ York, 'tis on the Tweed j 
In Scotland, at the Orcades 5 and thei^e. 
At 'Greenland, SSembla, or the Lord knows where. 
No creature owns it in the &tft degree, 2x5 

But thinks his neighbour further gone than he : 
Ev*h <hofe who dwell beneath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own i 
What happier natures'ihrink at widi affright. 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. »3a 

Viitttoua^ 

After Ver. 220. in thefirft Edition followed tfaefe, 
A Cheat 1 A Whore ! who darts not at thenune^ 
In all the Inns of Court or Dnuy-lane ? 
After ver. a»<^ in the MS* 
The Colonel fwears the Agent is a ddg. 
The IScrivener vows th' Attorney is a rogue. 
A^ainft tfie Thief th' Attorney loud inveighs. 
For whofe ten pounds the County twenty pays. 
f /s.r sS?^ 7%/ef damns Judges, and tiie Knaves of State i 
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Virtuous snd vicious every Man muft be^ 
Few in th* extreme, but ail in the degree ; 
The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wife j 
And ev'n the beft, by fits» what they defpifc. 
*Tis bul by parts we follow good or ill ) ^3^ 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self-direfts it Itill j 
Each individual ieejcs a feverai goal ; 
But Heaven's great view, is One, and that the Whole* 
That counter works each folly and caprice } 
That difappoints th* eStR of every vice ; g^^o 

That, happy frailties to ail ranks apply'd : 
Shame to the virgin, to the ipatron pride. 
Fear to the ftatefmim, rafhnefs to the chief: 
To kings prsfumpcioD, and to crowds belief 1 
That, Virtue's eiids from vanity cav raite, %^i 

Which feeks no intepefl, no rewaid but praife j 
And build on wants, and on (le^e^s of i^ind. 
The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 

Heaven forming each on other to depend, 
A mailer or a fervant, or a friend, 250 

Bids each on other for afliftance call, 
'Till one Man's weakn^efs grows tiie ftrehgth of all* 
Wants, fraikies, p^ons, clo(er (till ally 
The common iotereft, or endear the tie. 
To thefe we owe tr?;^ fri^ndftip, lov^ finceie, 255 

Each home-felt )oy ^t life inherits hci^ ) 
Yet from tfie fame we learn, in its decline, 
Thofc joys, thofe loves, thofe interefts, to rtpfign j 
Taught half by reafon, half by mere decay. 
To welcome death, ^d calmly pals away. <i^q 

E 2 "WV^xtf^t 
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WHate'er the paifion» knowledge, fame, or pelf^ 
Not one will change his neighbour with himfelf. 
The leam'd is happy natune to explore. 
The fool is hs^ppy that he knows no more ^ 
The rich is happy in the plenty given, « 265 

The poor contents him with the care of Heaven. 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple fing. 
The fot a hero, lunatic a king ; 
The ftai-ving chemift in his golden views 
Supremely bleft, the poet in his M«£e* . 270 

See fome ftrange comfort every ftate attend, . . 
And pride beftowM on all, a common friend ; 
See fome fit paffion every age fupply, 
Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. 

Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 27^ 

Pleas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ftraw i 
Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, but as empty quite : 
Scarfs, garters, goldj amufe his riper ftage. 
And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age : 2 ?o 
Pleas'd with this bauble itill, as that before ; 
Till tir*d he deeps, and Life's poor play is o'er. 
Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays. 
Thofe painted clouds that beautify our days ;. 
Each want of haj^inefs by hope fupply'd, 28-5 

And each vacuity of fenfe by Pride : 
Thefe build as faft as knowledge can deftroy j 
In folly's cup ftill laughs the bubble, joy ; 
One profpefl loft, another ftill we gain $ 
Aad not a vanity is giv'n in vain i 2^0 

Eva 
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Ev'n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine. 
The fcale to mearure others wants by thine. 
See ! and confefs, one comfort ftijl nmft rife ; 
*Tis this. Though Man's a fool, yet God is wise. 
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ARGUMfeNT OF 
EPISTLE AIL 

Of the Nature and State of Man with refpeft to 
Society, 

I, T H E whole Univerfe one fyftem of Society, ver. 7, 
&c. Nothing made wholly for itfelf, nor yet wholly 
for another, vpr. 27. Thehappinefs of Animals mu- 
tual, ver. 49. II. Reafon or Inftin£t operate alike to 
the good of each Individual, yer. 79. Reafon or In- 
ftinft operate alfo to Society in all animals, ver. 109, 
III. How far Society carried by inftinft, ver. 115, 
How much farther by Reafon, ver. 128. IV. Of that 
which is called the State of feature, ver. 144. Rea- 
fon inftru£led by Inftin^l in the Invention of Arts, 
ver. 166. and in theTorms of Society, ver. 176. V. 
Origin of Political Societies, ver. 196. Origin of 
Monarchy, ver. 207. Patriarchal Government, ver, 
ai2. VL Origin of true Religion and Government, 
from the fame principle, of Love, 231, &c. Origin 
of Supcrftition and Tyranny, from the fame principle 
of Fear, ver. 237, ^c. The Influence of Self-love 
operating to the focial and public Good, v6r. 2.66, 
Jleftoration of true Religion and Government on their 
firft principle, ver. 285. Mixt Government, ver, 
288. Various Forms of each, and the true end of 
Jill, ver. 300, &c. 
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EPISTLE in. 

I I £R£ then we rtftj ** the Univeifal Caufe 

-ti «c ^^3 to one end, but a^s by various laws«^ 

1ft all the madnefs of fuperfiuous health. 

The train of pride, the impudence of wealth. 

Let this great truth be prefent night and day j 5 

But moft ^^e prefent, if we preach or pray. 

Look round our World ; behold the chain of Love 
Combining all below, and all above. 
See plaftic Nature working to this end. 
The finglc atoms each to other tend, 10 

Attraft, attnefted to, the next in place 
Formed and impelled its neighbour to embrace. 
See matter next, with various life endued, 
Prefs to one centre ftill, the General GoocU 
See dying vegetables life fuftain, 95 

See life di£blving vegetate again : 
All forms that periih other forms fupply» 
(By turns we catch the vit^ breath, and die) 
Like bubbles on the £ea, of Matter borne 
They rife, they break, and to. that fea return. ao 

Nothing is foreign ; Parts relate to whole } 
One all-extending, all-preferving Soul 
Conne&s each being, greateft with the leaft; 
Made Beaft in aid q£ Man, and Man of Beaft ; 

All 

VARIATION. 

Ver. I. In feveral Edit, in 4to. 
Learn, Dvlneis, learn I ^* The Univcclal Cvi&;\ U)^* 
£4. 
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All fervM, all ferving : nothing ftands alone ; a^ 

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 

Has God, thou fool! worked folely for thy good. 
Thy joy, thy paftime, thy attire, thy food ! 
Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 
For him as kindly fpread the floweiy lawn : 30 

Is it for thee the lark afcends and iings ? 
Joy^tuneshis voice, joy elevates his wings. 
Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 
Loves of his own and raptures fwell the note. 
The bounding fteed you pompoufly beftride, 35 

Shares with his lord the pleafure and the pride. 
Is thine alone the feed that ftrews the plain ? 
The birds of heaven (hall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harveft of the golden year? 
Part pays, and juftly, the deferving fteer : 40 

The hog, that plows not, nor obeys thy call, 
Xives on the labours of this lord of all. 

Know, Nature's children all divide her care ; 
The fur that Warms a monai'ch, warm'd a bear. 
While Man exclaims, ** See all things for my ufe P' 45 
«* Sec man for mine !" replies a pampered goofe : 
And juft as ihort of reafon He muft fall. 
Who thinks 9II made for one, not one for all. 

Gi-ant 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 46. in the former Editions, 

What care to tend, to lodge, to cram, to treat him ! 
All this he knew; but not that 'twas to eat him. 
As far as Goofe could judge, he reafon'd right | 
Sut as to Man, miftock the xnatur qaite« 
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Grant that the powerful fHll the weak controul ; 
Be Man the Wit and Tp^nt of the whole : 50 

Nature that Tyrant checks j he only knows. 
And helps, another creature's wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, ftooping from above, 
Smit with her varying plumage, fpare the dove ? 
Admires the jay the infeft's gilded wings ? 55 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela fmgs ? 
Man cares for all : to birds he gives his woods. 
To beafts his pafhires, and to fifh his floods ; 
For fome his intereft prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleafure, yet for more his pride : • 60 
All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
Th* extenfive blefling of his luxury. 
That very life his learned hunger craves. 
He faves from famine, from the favage faves 5 
Nay, feafts the animal he dooms his feaft, 65 

And, till he. ends the being, makes it bleft: 
Which fees no more the flroke, or feels the pain. 
Than fayourM.Man by touch ethereal (lain. 
The creature had his feaft of life before ; 
Thou too.muft periih, when thy feaft is o''er ! 70 

To each unthinking being. Heaven a friend. 
Gives not the ufelefs knowledge of its end : 
To Man imparts it ; but with fuch a view 
As, while he dreads it,, makes him hope it too ; 
The hour concealed, and fo remote the fear, 75 

Death ftill draws nearer, never feeming near. 
Great landing miracle ! that Heaven aflign'd 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 



5S PO FE'S POEMS. 

II. Whether with Reaibn, or with Inftin^l bleft. 
Know, all enjoy that power which fuits them beft; % 
To blifs alike by liiat dire£lion tend. 
And find the means proportioned to their end. 
Say, where full Initinf^ is th"* unerring guide. 
What Pope or Council caa they need befide ? 
Reafon, however able, cool at beft, 1 

Cares not for fenrice, or but ferves when preft. 
Stays till we call, and then not often near j 
But honeftlafimd comes a volunteer. 
Sure never to o*crihoot, but juft to hit; ' 
While ftill too wide or ihort is human Wit j j 

Sure by quick Nature happinefs to gain. 
Which heavier Reaion labours at in v^n. 
This too ferves always, Reafon never long : 
One muft go right, the other may go wrong. 
See then the a&ing and comparing powers ^ 

One in their nature, which are two in ours ! 
And Reaibn raile o^er Inftinft as you can. 
In this *ti8 God diiefks, in that 'tis Man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To ihun their pmfbn, and to chufe their food? sc 
Prefcient, the tides or tempefts to withfland. 
Build on the ware, or aixh bencith the iandl 

Wl 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 84. in the MS. 

While Man, with opening views of various ways 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ftrars : 
Too weak to chufe, yet chufing ftill in hafte, 
Oae moment gives the p\ea£aTt «ad di^b&ft«. 
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Who made the fpider parallels defign. 

Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line ? 

Who bid the ftork» Columbus-like, exploxe xo| 

Heavens not his own, and worlds unknown before j 

Who calls the council, ftates the certain day. 

Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way ? 

III. God, in the nature of each being, founds 
Its proper blifs, and fets its proper bounds : i lO* 

But as he framed a Whole, the Whole to blefs. 
On mutual Wants, built mutual Happinefs i 
So from the firft, eternal Order ran. 
And creature linkM to creature, man to man* 
Whate^r of life all-quickening setlier keeps, 115 

Or breathes through air, or (hoots beneath the deeps. 
Or pours profufe on earth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and fwells the genial feeds. 
Not man alone, but all that roam tlie wood. 
Or wing the iky, or roll along the flood, tio 

Each loves itfelf, but not itfelf alone, 
Each fex defires alike, till two are one. 
Nor ends the pleafui*e with the fierce embrace | 
They love themielves, a third time, in their race. 
Thus beaft and bird their common charge attend, 125 
The mothers niurie it, and the fires defend i 
The young difmifs*d to wander earth or air, 
There flops the Inflin^, and there ends the care; 
The link diflblves, each feeks a frefli embrace, 
Aiother love fucceeds, another race. 1 30 

A longer care Man's helplefs kind demands 5 
That longer care contrails more lafting bands t 
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Refle6lion, Reafon, ftill the ties improve, 

At once extend the interefl-, and the love : 

With choice we fix, with fympathy we bum ; 135 

Each Virtue in each Paflion takes its turn 5 

And ftill new needs, new helps, new habits rife. 

That gi-aft benevolence on charities. 

Still as one brood, and as another rofe, 

Thtfc natural love maintained, habitual thofe : 140 

The lalt,' fcarce ripen'd intoperfe^ Man, 

Saw helplefs him from whom their life began : 

Memory and forecaft juft returns engage. 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age 5 

While pleafure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd, 145 

Still fpread the intereft, and preferve the kind. 

IV. Nor think, in Nature's St ATE they blindly trod J 
The State of Nature was the reign of God : 
Self-love and Social at her birth began. 
Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 1 50 

Pride then was not 5 nor Arts, that Pride to aid j 
Man walkM with beaft, joint tenant of the (hade; 
The fame his table, and the fame his bed j 
No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 
In the fame temple, the refounding wood, 155 

All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God : 
The fhrine with gore unftainM, with gold undrefs^d, 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ftood the blamelefs prieft : 
Heaven's Attribute was Univerfal Care, 
And man's prerogative, to rule, but fpare. 160 

Ah ! how unlike the man of times to come ! 
Of half that live the butcher and the tomb j 
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Who> foe to Natui-e, hears the general groans 
Murders their fpecies, and betrays his own. 
But ju£b difeale to luxury fucceeds, 165 

And every death its own avenger breeds i 
The Fury-pafTions from that blood began^ 
And tum'd on Man> a fiercer favage, Man. 
See him from Nature rifing flow to Art ! 
To copy inftin£l then was reafon^s part j 270 

Thus then to Man the voice of Nature fpake-i. 
*^ Go, from the Creatures thy inftru^ions take : 
" Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield ; 
*' Learn from the beafts the phyfic of the field j 
" Thy arts of building from the bee receive $ 175 

" Learn of the mole toplow^ the worm to weave; 
«« Learn of the little Nautihis to fail, 
" Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale* 
" Here too all forms of focial union find, 
** And hence let Reafon, late, inffaiif^ Mankind : iSe 
" Here fubterranean works and cities fee 5 
" There towns aerial on the waving tree. 
•* Learn each finall People's genius, policies, 
** The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees j 
** How thofe in common all their wealth beflow, 185 
** And Anarchy without confufion know j 
" And thefe for ever, though a Monarch reign, 
" Their feparate cells and properties maintain. 
" Mark what unvary'd laws preferve each flate, 
" Laws wife as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 190 

** In vain thy Reafon finer webs fhall draw, 
" Entangle Juflice in her net of Law, 
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** And rigkty too rigid, harden into wrong 5 
*« Still for Ae ftrong too weak, the weak too ftrong^ 
** Yet go ! and thus o'er all the creatures fway, 1^5 
** Thus let the wifer make the reft obey : 
** And for thofc Arts mere Inftinft could afFoixi, 
** Be crovm'd as Monarchs, or as Gods ador'd.*^ 
V. Great Mature fpoke j obTervam Man obeyed 5 
Ckies were built, Societies were made : soo 

Here rofe one little ftate ; another near 
Grew by )^t means, and join*d, through love or fear. 
Did heieihe trees with ruddier burdens bend. 
And there the ftveams in purer rills defcend } 
^Vhat War could ravifh. Commerce could beftow $ 205 
And he returned a fnend, who came a foe. 
Converfe and Love mankind might ftrongly draw. 
When LoviB wae Liberty, and Nature Law. 

Thu8 

^VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 197. in the ftrft Editions, 

Who for thofe Arts they leam'd of brwtes before. 
As Kings (hall crown them, oi* as Godsadore* 

Ver. 201. HcrpJWfe one little ftate, &:c.] In the MS. 
thus. 
The neighbours leagued to guard their .common fpol;^ 
And Love was Nature's diftate j Murder, not. 
For want alone each animal contends $ 
Tigers With Tigers, that removed are friends. 
Plain Nature's wants the common mother crowned. 
She pour'd her. acorns, herbs, and ftreams aroynd. 
No Treafure then for rapine to invade. 
What need to fight for fun-fhine or for fhade ? 
And half the caufe of conteft was -reroov'd, 

yvben beauty could be kind to ^\ n<i\«> VoVd, 
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States were fonn'd; the name of King unknown, 

onmon intereft plac'd the fway in one. aio 

VxftTUE OHLY (or in arts or arms, 

ng bleflingSy or averting harms) 

me which in a fire the Sons obtfdp 

ice the Father of a People made. 

Fill then, by Nature crown'd, each Fktriarch fiite^ 

prieft, and parent^ of his growing ftate s 

a, their fecond Providence, they hung, 

law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 

m the wondering furrow call'd the food* 

t to command the fire, control the flood, «!• 

^Drdi the monfters of th' abyis profbundf 

h th* aerial eagle to the ground. 

ipojping, fickening, dying, they began 

I they revered as God to mourn as Mans 

looking up from fire to fire, explored f^g 

tat Firft Father, and that £i& ador'd. 

in tradition that this All begun, 

fd unbroken faith from fire to Ton $ 

•orker from the work difUn£k was4nown> 

iiypk Reafon never fought but one : a 30 

It obliqse bad broke that fi«ddy light, 

like his Maker, faw that all was right} 

rtue, in the paths of Pleafure trod, 

vni'd « Father when he own'd a God. 

all the faith, and all th* allegiance thenj 235 

tture iuaew no right divine in Men* 

could fear in God $ and underftood 

tniga being, but a ibvereign gQod« 
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.True fidth, true policy, united ran. 
That was but love of God, and this of Man. 2^ 

Who fli-ft taught fouls enflav^d, and realms ui 
done. 
Th' enormous faith of many made for one 5 
That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 
T* invert the world, and counter-work its Caufe ? 
Force firft made Conqueft, and that conqueft, Law ; 
Till Superftition taught the tyrant awe. 
Then (har'd the Tyranny, then lent it aid, 
And Gods of Conquerors, Slaves of Subje6b made : 
^h^ 'midft the lightning's blaze, and thunder's found. 
When vock'd-die mountains, and when groan'd tl 
ground, i$ 

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To Power unfeen, and mightier far than they : 
She, from the rending eirdi, and burfting ikies^ 
Saw Gods defcend, and fiends infernal rife : 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleft abodes j 25 
Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods $ 
Gods partial, changeful, paflionate, unjuft, 
Whofe attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Luft j 
Such as the fouls of cowards might conceive. 
And, fonii'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 26 
Zeal then, not charity, became the guide j 
And hell was built on fpite, and heaven on pride. 
Then facred feem'd th' ethereal vault no more 5 
Altars grew Marble then, and reek'd with gore t 
Then firft the Flamen tailed living food ; 26 

Next his grim idol finear'd with human blood 5 ' 
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With heaven's own thunders ftiook the world below. 

And play'd the God an engine on his foe. 

So drives felf-love, through juft, and through unjufl. 

To one man's power, ambition, lucre, luft: 270 

The fame Self-love, in all, becomes the caufe 

Of what reftrains him, Government and Laws. 

For, what one likes, if others like as well, 

What ferves one will, when many wills rebel ? 

How (hair he keep, what, fleeping or awake, 275 

A weaker may furprize, a ftronger take ? 

His fafety muft his liberty reftrain : 

All join to guard what each defires to gain. 

Forc'd into virtue thus, by Self-defence, 

Ev'n Kings leam'd juftice and benevolence : 2 So 

Self-love forfook the path it firft purfued. 

And found the private in the public good. 

*Twas then the ftudious head or generous mind. 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind. 
Poet or Patriot, rofe but to reftore 285 

The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before } 
Kelum'd her ancient light, not kindled new ; 
If not God*s Image, yet his fliadow drew : 
Taught Power's due ufe to People and to Kings, 
Taught nor to flack, nor ftrain its tender firings, 29^ 
The lefs, or greater, fet fo juftly true. 
That touching one muft ftrike the other too ; 
Till jarring interefts of themfelves create 
Th' according mufic of a well-mix'd State. 
Such is Ac world's great harmony, that fpringa 295 
From Order, Union, full Confent of thing* ; 
Vol. n. F VAi^t^ 
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Whttt Anall and gceat, where weak and migfatjr^ ma* 
To ferve, not fuffer, ftrengthen, not invade j 
"bijjote poweifol eacba» needful to the reft. 
And, in proportion as it biefles, bkft $ 3^ 

Draw to one pointy and to one centre biing 
Beaft, Majhr 9r Angel, Servant, Lord, or Kin^.. 

For Forms of Government let fools conteft } 
Whatever U beft adminifter'd i$ beft : 
For Modes of Faith, let gracelefs zealots fight ; 3c 
His can't be wroug wbofe life is in the right ; 
In Faith and Hope the world will difagree. 
But all Mankind's concern is Charity s 
All muft be falfe that thwarts this One great End : 
And all of God, that biefs Mankind, or mend. 3 1 
Man, like the generous viae, fupported lives : 
The fh*ength he gains is from th' embrace he gives.. 
On their own Axis as the Planets mn, 
Yet make at once their circle round the Sun i 
So two confident motions a6l the Soul i 31 

And one regard? Itfelf, Hn4 one the Whple. 

Thus G^ apd Nawelink'd the general frame. 
And bade Se^f-lpve and Soqlri be the lame« 
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ARGUMENT OF 

EPISTLE IV. 

Of the Nature and State of Man with refptdt to 
Happinefs. 

I. FALSE NotioBS of Hipfino^ Phaloibphical and 
P<^i'<ilary anfwered from ver. 19 to 77, IL It ia the 
Esd of aU Men, and attainable by all, ver. 30* God 
iDtmds Happinefs to be equal i and to be Ih, it muft 
be focial, fince all particular Hi^inefe depends on 
general^ and finpe he governs by general, not parti- 
cular Laws, ver. 37. As it is neceffary for Order, 
and the peace and welfare of Society, that external 
goods fhould be unequal, Happinefs is not made to 
confift in thefe, ver. 51. But, notwithftanding that 
inequality, the balance of Happinefs among mankind 
is kept even by Providence^ by the two Paffions of 
Hope and Fear, ver. 70. III. What the Happinefs 
of Individuals is, as far as is confiftent with the con- 
ftitution of this world ; and that the Good Man has 
here the advantage, ver. 77. The error of imputing 
to Virtue what are only the calamities of Nature, or 
of Fortune, ver. 94. IV. The folly of expelling 
that God (hould alter his general Laws in favour of 
particulars, ver. i»i. V. That we are not judges 
who are good ; but that, whoever they are, they mull 
be happieft, ver. 133, &c. VI. That external goods 
are not the proper rewards, but often uicoti^\^w\X. 
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with, or deftruftive of Virtue, ver. 167. That even 
thefe can make no Man happy without Virtue : In- 
ftanced ia Riches, ver. 185. Honours, ver. 193, 
Nobility, ver. 205. Greatnefs, ver. 217. Fame, ver, 
437. Superior Talents, ver. 257, &c. With pi6lur«s 
of human infelicity in Men, poffeffed of them all, ver. 
469, &c. VII. That Virtue only conftitutes a Hap- 
pinefs, whofe objeft is univerfal, and whofe profpe^ 
eternal, ver. 307. That the perfeftion of Virtue and 
Happinefs confifts in a conformity to the Order of 
Providence here^ and a Refignation to it here and 
hereafter, ver. 326, &c. 
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EPISTLE IV. 

OH Happiness ! our being's end and aiml 
Goody Pleafure, Eafe, Content ! whatever thy name : 
That fomething ftlll which prompts th' eternal figh. 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die. 
Which ftill fo near us, yet beyond us lies, 5 

O'erlook'd, feen double, by the fool and wife. 
Plant of celeftial feed ! if dropt below, 
Say, in what mortal foul thou deign'ft to grow ? 
Fair opening to fome Court's propitious fhine. 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine ? 10 

Twin'd with the wreatTis Parnaflian laurels yield. 
Or reaped i§ iron harvefts of the field ? 
Where grows ? where grows it not ? If vain our toil. 
We ought to blame the culture, not the foil ; 
Fix'd to no fpot is happinefs fincere, 15 

Tis no where to be found, or every where : 
Tis never to be bought, but always free. 
And fled from monarchs, St. John ! dwells with thee. 
Aflc of the LearnM the way? The Leam'd are blind ; 
This bids to fei-ve, and that to ftiun mankind j 20 

Some 

VARIATION. 

Ver. I. Oh Happinefs! &c.] in the MS. thus. 
Oh Happinefs, to which we all afpire, 
Wing'd with ftrong hope, and borne by full defirej 
That eafe, for which in want, in wealth we figh $ 
That eafe, for which we labouTy and we dit« 

F 2 
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Some place the blifs in a6lion, fome in eafe» 
Thofe call it Pleaftire, and Contentment thefe { 
Some, funk to Beafts, find Pleafure end in Pain j 
Some, iwdVi to Gods, copfefs ev'n Virtue vain j 
Or, indokut> to each extreme they fall, % j 

To tiixiiin ev'iy thin^, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, fay they more or lefs 
Than this, that Happinefs is Happinefs ? 

Take Nature's path, and mad Opinion's leave ; 
All ftates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; ^o 

Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well j 
And, mourn our various portions as we plcafe. 

Equal is Common Senfe, and Common Eafe. 
Remember, Man, " the Univcrfal Caufc 35 

« Afts not by partial, but by gen'ral lawsP 

And makee what Happinefs we jufUy call 

Subfift not in the good of one, but all. 

There *s not a bleffing Individuals find. 

But fome-way leans and hearkens to the kind : 40 

JJo Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with pride. 

No cavern^d HeiTnit, refts felf-fatisfy'd ; 

Who moft to ihun or hate Mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend : 

Abftra6l what others feel, what others think, 45 

All pleafures ficken, and all glories fink : 

Each hsts liis (hare ; and who would mare obtain^ 

Shall find, the pleafure pays not half the pAi**, 

Ordsr is Heaven's firft Law; and this confeft^ 
^ome are, ajid muft he, fnsaior than the reft, 50 

More 
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More rich, more wiie \ but who infers from hence 
That fiich are happier, fhocks all common fenie. 
Heaven to Mankind impartial we confefs. 
If all are equal in their Happinefs s 
But mutual wants this Happinefs increaie \ 5 5 

All Nature^» difference keeps all Nature^s peace. 
Condition, circumftanee^ is not the thlng:$ 
Blifs is the fame in lubjeA or in king. 
In who obtain defience, or who defend. 
In him who is, or him w4io finds a friend : 60 

Heaven breathes through every member of the whoU 
One common bleffing, as one common ibul. 
But Fortune's gifts if each alike poffeft. 
And each were equal, muft not all conteft? 
If then to all Men Happinefs was meant, ^5 

God in Externals could not place Content. 
Fortune her gifts may varioufly difpofe. 
And thefe be happy caird, unhappy thoiei 

But 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 52. in the MS. 

Say not, " Heaven's here profufe, there poorly faves, 
** And for one Monarch makes athoufand flaves/* 
You^U find, when Caufes and their Ends are known, 
^Twas for the thoufand Heaven has made that one. 

After ver. 66. in the MS. 

'Tis peace of mind al<MM is at a ftay : 
The reft mad Fortune gives or takes away. 
All other blifs by accident 's debar'd 5 

• But Virtue's, in the inftant, a reward \ 
In hardeft trials operates the beft. 
And more is relim'd as the more dvSortft:. 

^4 
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But Heaven's juft balance equal will appear. 

While thpfe are plac'd in Hope, and thefe in Fear : 70 

Not prefent good or ill, the joy or curfe, 

Biit future views of better, or of worfe. 

Oh, fons of earth ! attempt ye ftill to rife. 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the fkies ? 
Heaven ftill with laughter the vain toil fui-vevs, 75 

And buries madmen in the heaps they raife. 

Know, all the good thaf individuals find. 
Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankind, 
Keafbn''s whole pleafure, all the joys of Senfe, / 
Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Competence. 80 
But Health confifts with Temperance alone j 
And Peace, oh Virtue ! Peace is all thy own. 
The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain ; 
But thefe lefs tafte them, as they worfe obtain. 
Say, in purfuit of profit or delight, S5 

Who rlfk tlie moft, that take wrong means, or right? 
Of Vice or Virtue, whether bleft or cui-ft. 
Which meets contempt, or which compaffion firft ? 
Count all th' advantage profperous Vice attains, 
*Tis but what Virtue flies from and difdains : 90 

And grant the bad what happinefs they would. 
One they muft want, which is, to pafs for good. 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole fcheme below. 
Who fancy Blifs to Vice, to Virtue Woe ! 
Who fees and follows that great fcheme the beft, 95 
Beft knows the blefTrng, and will moft be bleft. 



But 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 92. in the MS. 
Let fober Moi-alifts correct tjieir Cpeec\v» 
No bad inm*^ happy j he \% gre^t> ot uOel* 
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But fools» the Good alone, unhappy call. 

For ills or accidents that chance to all. 

"See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juft ! 

See godlike Turenne proftrate on the duft ! loo 

See Sidney bleeds amid the martial ftrife ! 

Was this their Virtue, or contempt of Life ? 

Say, was it Virtue, moi-e though Heaven ne'er gave. 

Lamented Digby ! funk thee to the grave ? 

Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 105 

Why, full of days and honour, lives the Sire ? 

Why drew Marfeilles' good biihop purer breath. 

When Nature (icken'd, and each gale was death ? 

Or why fo long (in life if long can be) 

Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me ? no 

What makes all phyfical or moral ill ? 
There deviates Nature, and here wanders will. 
God fends not ill ; if rightly underftood. 
Or partial 111 is univerfal Good, 

Or Change admits, or Nature lets it fall, x 1 5 

Short, and but rare, till Man improvM it all. 
We juft as wifely might of Heaven complain 
That righteous Abel was deftroy'd by Cain, 
As that the virtuous fon is ill at eafe 
When his lewd father gave the dire difeafe. i2d 

Think we, like fome weak Prince, th' Eternal Caufe 
Prone for his favourites to reverfe his laws ? 

Shall 

VARIATION. 

'Alter ver. xx6. in the MS. 

Of every ^evil, fmce the world begany 
The real fyiivc is not in God, butmfliti. 
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Shall burning ^tna, if a fage requires> 
Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ^ 
On air or fea new motions be impreft» n j 

Oh blamelefa Bethel ! to relieve thy breaft ? 
When the looTe mountain trembles from on high. 
Shall gravitation ceafe, if you go by ? 
Or Tome old temple, nodding to its fall, 
r*or Chai'trcs* head refervc the hanging wall f 130 

But dill this world (fo fitted for the knanre) 
Contents us not. A better ihall we have } 
A kingdom of the juft then let it be: 
But firft confider how thofe Jufl agree. 
The good muft merit God's peculiar care \ 1 35 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are ? 
One thinks on Calvin Heaven^s own Spirit fell ; 
Another deems him inftrument of hell $ 
If Calvin feel Heaven*s blefiing, or ks rod. 
This cries there is, and that, there is no God. 14JD 

What fhocks one part will edify ^ reft. 
Nor with pne fyftem can they all be bleft. 
The very boft will varioufly incline. 
And what rewai'ds your Virtue, punilK mine* 
Whatever is, is right — ^This world, 'tis true. 
Was made for Casfar^-^but for Titus too j 

And 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 142. in feme Editions, 
Give each a Syftem, all muft be at ftrife ; 
What diflPereat Syfteras for a man and wife ? 

TbejokCf though lively, was ill placed, and therefore 
Aruck out of th€ text. 
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And wliich more bleft ? who cluinM his country^ fay. 
Or he whofe Virtue iigh'd to io& a day ? 

« But fometimes Virtue ftarves, while Vice is fed.** 
What then? Is the reward of Virtue bread f 159 

That^ Vice may merit, *tis the price of toil { 
The knave deferves it, when he tills the foil. 
The knave deferves it, when he tempts the main. 
Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 
The good man may be weak, be indolent $ 155 

Nor is his claim to plenty, but content* 
But grant him riches, your demand is o*er ? 
« No^ihall the good want Health, the good want 

" Power?'' 
Add Heakh and Power, and every earthly thing, 
" Why bounded Power ? why private ? why no king ?*' 
Nay, why external for intei-nal given ? 
Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heaven f 
Who aik and reafon thus, will fcarce conceive 
God gives enough, while he has more to give $ 
Immenfe the power, immenfe were the demand j X65 
Say, at what part of nature will they ftand ? 

What nothing earthly gives, or can deftroy. 
The foul*8 calm fun-ihine, and the heart>felt joy. 
Is Virtue's prise : A better would you fix ? 
Then give Humility a coach and fix, 179 

Juftice a Conqueror's fuirord, or Truth a gown. 
Or Public Spirit its great cure, a Crown. 



Weak, 



VARIATION, 

After vcr. 172. in Ae MS. 
Say, what rewards this idle world imparts^ 
Or it for fearcbing heads or honeft nearU. 
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Weak, foolifli man ! will Heaven reward us there 

With the fame trafh mad mortals wiih for here ? 

The Boy and Man an individual makes, ] 

Yet figh'ft thou now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the Indian, in another life 

Expetl: thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; 

As well as dream fuch trifles are aflignM, 

As toys and empires, for a godlike mind. 

Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 

No joy, or be deftruftive of the thing j 

How oft by thefe at fixty are undone 

The virtues of a faint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can Riches give Repute, or Tmft, ' ] 

Content, or Pleafure, but the Good and Juft ? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold, 

Efteem and Love were never to be fold. 

Oh fool I to think God hates the worthy mind, 

The lover and the love of human-kind. 

Whofe life is healthful, and whofe confcience clear, 

Becaufe he wants a thoufand pounds a-year. 

Honour and ihame from no Condition rife ; 
Aft well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in Men has fome fmall difference made. 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 
The cobler apronM, and the parfon gown'd, 
The frier hooded, and the monarch crown'd. 
** What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl 
I Ul tell you, friend ! a wife man and a fool. 
You Ul find, if once the monarch a6ls the monk, 
Or, cobJer-like, the parfon will be drunk, 
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Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow : 
The reft is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o^er with titles and hung round with ftringSy 
That thou may' ft be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boaft the pure blood of an illuftrious race. 
In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece : 
But by your fathers' worth if your's you rate. 
Count me thofe only who were good and great, Ito 
Go ! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept through fcoundrel« ever fince the flood. 
Go ! and pretend your family is young \ 
Nor own your fathers have been fools fo long. 
AVhat can ennoble fots, or flaves, or cowards ? 115 

Alas 1 not all the blood of all the Howards. 

Look next on Gi'eatnefs ; fay where Greatnefs lies s 
" Where, but among the Heroes and the Wife ?" 
Heroes are much the fame, the point 's agreed, ^ 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede \ a&« 

The whole ftrange purpofe of their lives, to And 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind I 
Not one looks backward, onward ftill he goes. 
Yet ne'er looks forward further than his nofc. 
No lefs alike the Politic and Wife : a»5 

All fly flow things, with circumfpe6live eyes : 

Men 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 107. Boaft the pure blood, &c.] In the MS. thus. 
The richeft blood, right-honourably old, 
I>own from Lucretia to Lucretia roU'd, 
May fwell thy heart and gallop in thy breaft, 
Without one dafli of uiher or of prieft : 
Thy nride as much defpife all other pndc. 
As Ciri/i'Cburch once all college* be{\dc* 
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Men in their looie unguarded hours they taktf. 

Not that themfelves are wife, but others weak. 

But grant tliat thofe can conquer, theie can cheat ; 

*Tis phrafe abfurd to call a Villain Great i 330 

Who wickedly i« wife, or madly brave. 

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble means obtains. 

Or failing, fmiles in exile or in chains. 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 955 

Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed. 

What's Fame ? a fancy*d life in others* breath, 
A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 
Juft what you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The fame (my Lord) if TuUy's, or your own. sfo 

All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the fmall circle of our foes or friends | 
To all befide as much an empty fliade 
Ah Eugene living, as a Cafar dead 5 
Alike or when, or where they (hone, or (htne, 145 

Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 
A Wit 's a feather, and a Chief a rod 5 
An honeft Man 's the nobleft work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can favc. 
As Juftice tears his body from the grave 5 %$• 

When what t' oblivion better were refjgn'd. 
Is hung on high, to polfon half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true defert; 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart : 
One felf-approving hour whole years out- weighs 155 
Of/hipid (bircrh and of loud huzzas -, 

And 
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And more true joy Marceilus exU'cl feeis^ 
Than Caefar with a ienate at his heels* 

In Farts Aipehor what advantage lies ? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wife ? i6* 

Tis but to know how little can be Jcnown f 
To fee all others faults, and feel our own : 
CondemnM in bufinefs or in arts to drudge. 
Without a iecondy or without a judge : 
Truths would you teach> or fave a (inking land ? 265 
Allfear, none aid you, and few underftand* 
Painful preheininence 1 yourfelf to view 
Above lifers weaknefs, and its comforts too* 

Bring then theie bleflings to a ftri^l: account; 
Make fair dedu6lions ; fee to what they mount: ^^m 
How much of other each is fure to coft \ 
Hew each for other of is wholly loft ^ 
How inconiiftent greater goods with thefe ; 
How fomedmes life is rifquM, and always eafe 3 
Think, and if (Ull the things thy envy call, 175 

Say, would*ft thou be the Man to whom they fall ? 
To iigh for ribbands if thou art £b filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
Is yellow dirt the pailion of thy life $ 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. 2S» 

If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon ihin'd, 
' The wifeft, brighteft, meaneft of mankind c 
Or raviih'd with the whifUing of a Name, 
See Cromwell, damnM to everlafting fame ! 

If 
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If all, united, thy ambition call, a 

From ancient ftory, learn to fcom them all. 

There, in the rich, the honourM, famM, and great> 

See the falfe fcale of Happinefs complete I 

In heaits of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay. 

How happy ! *^:ofe to ruin, thefe betray. a 

Maik by what wretched fteps their glory grows. 

From dirt and fea-weed as proud Venice rofe i 

In each how guilt and greatnefs equal ran. 

And all that rais'd the Hero, funk the Man : 

Now Eiu-ope's laurels on their brows behold, s 

But ftain'd with blood, or ill exchanged for gold : 

Then fee thera broke with toils, or funk in eafe, 

Or infamous for plundered provinces. 

O ! wealth ill-fated ! which no zSt of fame 

E'er taught to fhine, or fanftify*d from fhame ! 3 

What greater blifs attends their clofe of life ? 

Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 

The trophy 'd arches, ftory'd halls invade. 

And haunt their Aumbers in the pompous fhade. 

Alas I not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 3 

Compute the mom and evening to the day ; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A Tale, that blends their glory with their ihame ! 

Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
** Virtue alone is happinefs below.*' 3 

The only point where human blifs flands ftill. 
And taftes the good without the fall to ill 5 

Whi 
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Where only Merit conftant pay receives^ 

Is bleft in wliat it takes, and what it gives j 

The joy unequal^, if its end it gain, 31 ^ 

And if it loie, attended with no pain : 

Without fatiety, though e'er fo blefs'dy 

And but more reliihM as the more diftrefsM 9 

The broadeft mirth unfeeling Folly wears^ 

Lefs pleafing far than Virtue's very tears s 320 

Good, from each object, from each place acquirM, 

For ever cxcrcis'd, yet never tir'd 5 

Never elated, while one man 's oppreTs'd { 

Never dejected, while another *s bleft $ 

And where no wants, no wifhes can remaiuj 325 

Since but to wifh more Virtue, is to gain. 

See the fole blifs Heaven could on all beftow 1 
Which who but feels can tafte, but thinks can know t 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind. 
The bad muft mils, the good, untaught, will find : 330 
' Slave to no fefl, who takes no private road. 
But looks through Nature, up to Nature's God : 
Purfues that Chain which links th' immenfe defign. 
Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine $ 

Sees, 

VARIATION* 

After ver. 31.6. in the MS. 
£v'n while it feems unequal to difpofe, 
And chequei's all the good Man's joys with woet| 
^Tis but to teach him to fupport each ftate. 
With patience this, with moderation that $ ^ 
And raife his bafe on that one fblid joy, 
Which confcience gives, and nothing c%n d«&ro^« 
\OL. JJ. Q 
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' Sees, that no Being any blifs can know, ^ . 

But touches fome above, and fbme below ; 
Learns, from this union of the rifing Whole, 
' TChe firft, laft purpofe of the human foul ; 
And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began. 
All end, in Love of Cod, and Lovb of Man. 3^ 
For him sdone, Hope leads from goal to goal. 
And opens ftill, and opens on his foul ; 
Till lengthened on to Faith, apd unconfin'd. 
It poufs Ae blifs that fills up all the mind. 
He fees, why Nature plants in Man alone 3,^ 

Hope of known blifs, ai^i Faith in blifs unknown : 
(Nature, whpfe diftates to jio other kind 
"Are given *in vain, but .what th^ feek they find) 
Wife is her.prefent 5 (jic conneftsin this 
His greateft Virtye witfi his greateft Blifs 5 .^£ 

At once his own bright profpeft to be bleft, 
And (Irongeft motive to aflift the reft. 

Self-love thus pufli'd to focial, to divine, 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's blefling thine. 
Is this too little for the boundlefs heart ? 35 

Extend it, let thy enemies have part : 
Grafp the whole worlds of Reafon, Life, and Senfe, 
In one clofe fyftem of Benevolence : 
Happier as kinder, in whatever degree. 
And height of Blifs but height of Charity. 3^i 

God loves from Whole to Parts : but human foul 
Muft rife from Individual to the Whole. 
Self-love but ferves the virtuous mind to wake» 
As the fmall pebble ftirs the peaceful lake j 

Tb 
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The centre flaoTVly a circle ftrait fuccee^s^ 35 r 

Anotto'ftiMy »m1 ftiU anotlMr fpreads$ 
Friendy parent, neigbboor, ^rftit will embraces 
His country next} and next all hvman race ; 
Wide and flaore wide> th' o'ei^lowings of tKe mind 
Take every creature in, of every kind $ 3^0 

Earth fmiieB around, with boundlefe bounty bleft. 
And Heaven beholds its image in his breaft. 

Come <iien, my Friend ! my Genius ! come along; 
Oh raprfter of the poet, and the fong 1 
And while the Muie now ftoops, or now afcends, 375 
To Man^i low paflions, or their glorious ends. 
Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wife. 
To fall with dignity, with temper rife } 
Form'd by thy convcrfe, happily to ftecr. 
From grave to gay, from lively to fevere j 380 

Cone£fc with fpirit, eloquent with eafe, 
Intent to reafon, or polite to pleafe. 
Oh ! while along the ftream of Time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame ; 
Say, ihall my little bark attendant fail, 385 

Porfue the triumph, and paitake the gale ? 

When 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. 373. Come then, my Friend I &c.] In the MS. thus, 
And now tranfported o'er fo vaft a plain. 
While the wing'd courfer flies with all her rein, 
While heaven-ward now her mounting wing flie feels. 
Now fcatter'd fools fly ti*embling from her neels, 
WUt thou, my St. John I keep her courfe in fight. 
Confine her fuiy, and aflifther flight) 
G a 
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When ftatefm^nf heroes, kmg»y in duft repofe, 
Whofe fons ihall bluih their fathers were thy foes^ 
Shall then this verfe to future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philofoj^er, and friend ? 
That, uig*d ly thee, I tumM the tuneful art. 
From founds to things, from fancy to the heart ^ 
For Wit*s falfe mirror held up Nature's light 5 
ShewM ening Pride, whatever is, is right ; 
That Reason, Passion, anfwer one great aim; 
That true Self-love and Social are the famej 
That Virtue only makes our Biifs below $ 
And all our knowledge is, ourselves to know. 

variation. 
Ver. 397. That Virtue only, &c.] In the MS. thus 
That juft to find a God is all we can. 
And sul the Study of Mankind is Man. 
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THE 

UNIVERSAL 
PRAYER. 

DEO OPT. MAX. 



Gj 



I T may be proper to obferve, that feme pafTagcs, m 
the preceding Eflay, having been unjuftly fufpefled 
of a tendency towards Fate and Naturalifm, the au- 
thor compofed this Prayer as the fum of al]> to fhew 
that his fyftem was founded m free-will, and termi- 
nated in piety : That the firft caufe was as well the 
Lord aad Governor of th« Univerfe as the Creator 
of it ; and that, by fubmiffion to his will (the great 
pvinciple enforced throughout tiie £fray)> was not 
meant the fufFering ourfelves to be cairied along by a 
blind detei-mination, but the refting in a religious 
acquiefcence, and confidience full of Hope and Im- 
mortality. To give all this the greater weight, the 
poet chofe for his model the Lord's Prayer, which, 
of all others, beft deferves the title prefixed to this 
Paraphrafe. 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

DEO OPT, MAX. 

FATHER of All! in every Agc^ 
* In every Clime iuior'd> 
By Sunt, by Savage^ and by Sage, 
Jdiovahy Jove, or Loid ! 

Thou Great Firft Caufe, leaft utiderftood; 

Who all my Senib confin*d' 
To know but this, that Thou ait Good, 

And that myfelf am blind $ 

Vet gave me, in this dark Eftate, 

To fee the Good from 111 ; 
And, binding Nature faft in Fate, 

Left free the Human Will. 

What Confcience diaitet to be dotte. 

Or warns me not to do, 
This, teach me more thair Hell to thbn, 

That, more than Heaven purfue. 

What Bleflings thy free Bounty givti. 

Let me not caflr*away ; 
For God is paid when MaA receives, 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to Earth's c6tttito6d Sjikh 

Thy Goodnefs let mfeboiftidV 
Or think Thee Lord aiond o^^t^V* 

UTiidiboufand Worlds are round* 

C 4 'i-t.X 
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J^ not this weak, unknowing hand 
Prcfume thy bolts to throw. 

And deal dapination round the land. 
On each I judge thy Foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart. 

Still in the right to ftay z 
If I am wrong, oh teach my neart 

To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolilh Pride, 

Or impious Difcontent, 
At aught thy Wifdom has deny*d. 

Or aught thy Qoodnefs lent. 

Teach me to feel another^s Woe, 

To hide the Fault I fee ; 
That Mercy I to others ihow. 

That Mercy ihow to me* 

Mean though I am, not wholly Co, 
Since quickened by thy Breath j 

O lead me wherefoe^er I go. 

Through this day*8 Life or Death. 

This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot» 
All elfe beneat)i die Sun, 

Thou know*ft if beft beftow'd or not* 
And let thy Will be done. 

To Thee, whofe Temple is all Space, 
Whofe Altar, Earth, S^, Skies \ 

One Chorus let all Being raife I 
AU /Vatiuie*8 Inqenfe rife I 
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** Eft brmtate opus, ut currat fententia, ncu fc 

" Impediat verbis lafTas onerantibus aures : 

** £t fennone opus eft modo trifti, fsepe jocofo, 

** Defendente viccm modo Rhctoris atque Poetae, 

*' Interdum urbani, parcentis viribus, atque^ 

** Extenuantis eas confulto/* Hon* 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE Essay on Man was intended to have been 
comprifed in Four Books : 

The Firft of which^ the Author has given us under 
tkat title, in- four Epiftles. 

The Second was to have confifted of the fame num- 
ber: I. Of the extent and limits of human Reafon, 
1. Of thofe Arts and Sciences, and of the parts of them, 
wkich are ufeful,. and therefore attainable, together 
widt- thofe which are unufeful^ and therefore unattain- 
able. . 3^ Of the Nature, Ends, Ufe, and Application 
of the difierent Capacities of Men. 4. Of the Ufe of 
Learning, of the Science of the World, and of Wit ; 
concluding with a Satire againft a Mifapplication of 
t]iem,illuSratedbyPi6lures, Chara6lei*6, and Examples* 

The Third Book regarded Civil Regimen, or the Sci- 
ence of Politics, in which the feveral forms of a Repub- 
lic were to be examined and explained ; together with 
the ieveral Modes of Religious Worfliip, as far forth as 
theyaffe^^ Society; between which the Author always 
ru|mo{ed' there was the moft interefting relation and 
doieff conne6Uon ; fo that this part would have treated 
of Gvil and Religious Society in their full extent. 

The Fbturth and laft Book concerned private Ethids^ 
3r practical Morality, confidered in all the Circum- 
bmces. Orders, Profeflions, and Stations of human 
Life. 

The Scheme of all this had been maturely digeftedy 
ind communicated to L. Bolingbroke, Dr. Swift; and 
me- or two more, and was intended for the only work 
)f hit riper Years : but wss, partly through ill health; 
Kutly through difcouragements from the depWVity of 
he times, and partly on pi-udential and other cond- 
ierations, interrupted^ po/iponed, and> \aA;\y> m ^n^xv- 
^ laid a/ide. 
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But as this was the Author's favourite Wodc^ which 
more exa6Uy refle^ed the Image of his fb-ong capacious 
Mind, and as we can have but a very imperteft idea of, 
it from the « disjefla membra Poetae' mat now remain, it 
may not be amiis to be a little more particular concern* 
ing each of thefe proje6bed books. 

The FIRST, as it treats of Man in the abftraft, and 
confiders hin; in genei-al under every of his rehuionsy 
becomes the foundation, and fiimiihes out the fubje£b» 
of the three following ; fo that 

The SECOND Book was to take up again the Firft 
and Second Epiftles of the Firft Book, and treats of Man 
in bis intelle^ual Capacity at large, as has been ex- 
plained above. Of mis only a fmall part of the con- 
clufion (which, as we faid, was to have contained a 
Satire againft the mi^jyplication of Wit and Learning) 
may be found in the Fourth Book of the Dunciad, and 
up and down, occaiionally, in the other three. 

The THIRD Book, in like manner, was to reaflume 
the fubjea of the Third Epiftle of the Firft, which treats 
of Man in his Social, Political, and Religious Caqpa- 
ci^. But this part the Poet afterwards concaved 
might be beft executed in an Epic Poem ; as die Ac« 
don would make it more animated, and the Fable \c& 
invidious $ in which all the great Principles of true 
and faUe Governments and Religions fliould be chiefly 
delivered in feigned Examples. 

The FOURTH and laft Book was to purine ^e fub- 
jea of the Fourth Epiftle of the Firft, and treats <^ 
Ethics, or practical Morality; and would have con- 
iifted of many members $ of which the four following 
Epiftles were detached Portions : the two firft, on die 
Charafters of Men and Women^ being the introduAoiy 
part of this concluding Book. 

UORAL 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE L 

T O 

Sir Richard Temple> L. Cobham. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of the Knowledge and Chara6ten of Me it. 

I. THAT it 18 not fufficient for this knowledge to 
confider Man in the Abfbra6t *. Books will not ferve 
diepfurpoie, nor yet our own Experience Singly, ver. i . 
General maxims^ unlefs they be formed upon both, 
will be but notional, ver. lo. Some peculiaiity in 
every man> chara^leriftic to himfelf, yet varying from 
hkaSeHf, ver. 15. Difficulties arinng from our own 
TdBans, Fancies, Faculties, Sec. ver. 31. The fliort- 
aefs of Life to obferve in, and the uncertainty of the 
Principles of a6lion in men to obferve by, ver. 37. 
&c. Our own Principle of aflion often hid from our- 
ielves> ver. 41. Some few Charaflers plain, but in 
general confounded, diffembled, or inconfiftent, ver. 
51. The (ame man utterly different in different places 
and (eafons, ver. 71. Unimaginable weakneffes in the 
greateft, ver. 70, &c. Nothing conftant and certain 
but God and Nature, ver. 95. No judging of the 
Motives from the anions ; the fame a6lions proceeding 
Ifom cgRtrary MqUycs^ and the fame Motivt^ \tv^>a^'- 
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encing contrary actions, ver. loo. II. Yet, to fonii 
€har^6lei*8j vffi c^a only take the ftrongeft afkions of 
a man's life, and try to make them agree : The utter 
uncertainty of this, from Nature itfclf, and from Po- 
licy, ver. 1 20. Charafters given according to the 
rank of men of the world, ver. 135. And fome rea- 
fon for It, ver. 140. £ducation alters the Nature, or 
at leaft Character, of many, ver. 149. AfUons, Paf- 
fions, Opinions, Manners, Humours, or Principles, 
all fubjeft to change. No judging by Nature, from 
ver. 15S. :to ver, 1^8. III. It only remains to find 
(if we can) his Ruling Passion : That will cerr 
tainly influence all the reft, and can reconcile the 
feeming or real inconfiftency of all his aftions, ver. 
175. Inftanced in the extraordinary CharaAer'of 
Clodio, ver. 179. A caution againft miftaking fe- 
cond qnalities for firft, which will deflroy all poiOi- 
bility of the knowledge of mankind, ver. 210. £x- 
amples of the ftrength of the Ruling PafHon, and its 
continuation to the laft breath, ver. zii, &c. 
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Y£ S, you defpife the man to Books confin*d. 
Who from his ftudy rails at human-kind ; 
Though what he learns he fpeaks, and may advance. 
Some general maxims, or be right by chance. 
The coxcomb bird, fo talkative and grave, 5 

That.from his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and Knave, 
Though many a paflenger he rightly call. 
You hold him no Philofbpher at all. 

And yet the fate of all extremes is fuch. 
Men may be read, as well as Books, too much, jo 
To oblervations which ourfelves we make. 
We grow more partial for di* Obferver^s fake } 
To written Wifdom, as another*s, lefs s 
Maxims are drawn from Notions, thefe from Guefs« 
Thert *s fome Peculiar in each leaf and grain, 2 $ 

Some unmark'd fibre, or fome var3ring vein 1 
Shall only Man be taken in the grofs } 
Grant but as many forts of Mind as Mofs. 

That each from other differs, firft confefs ; } 

Next, diat he varies from himfelf no lefs ; so 

Add Nature* s, Cuftom's, Reafon's, Paifion^s firife. 
And all Opinion^s colours caft on life. 

Our depdis who fathoms, or our ihallows finds, 
Qiiick whirls, and ihifdng eddies, of our minds ? 
On human a^ons reaibn though you can, 95 

It may be Reafon, but it is not Man r 

Hi* 
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His Principle of action once exploret - 

That inftant 'tis his Principle no morp. 

Like following life through creatures you di£e£t| 

You lofe it in the moment you dete6l. ^n 

Yet more j the difference is as great between 
The optics feeing, as the objefts feen. 
All Manners take a tinflure fram our own; 
Or come difcolourM through our Paifions fliawd. 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 55 

Contra£ls, inverts,, and gives ten thoufand dyc8« 

Nor will Life's ftream for obfervatioh ftay. 
It hurries all too faft to mark their way : 
In vain fedate reflections we would make. 
When half our knowledge we muft fnatch, not take. 40 
Oft, in the Paflion's wild rotation tofl. 
Our fpring of a^on to ourfelves is lofl : ^ 

Tir'd, not dctermin'd, to the hJk we yield. 
And what comes then is mafbr of the field* 
As the laft image of that troubled heap, 
When fenfe fubfides, and Fancy fports in fleep, 
(Though paft the recolle^on of the thought) 
Becomes the fhiflr of which our dream is wrought : 
Something as dim to our internal view. 
Is thus, perhaps, the caufe of mofl we do. 50 

True, fome are open, and to all men known : 
Others, fo very dofe, they 're hid from none j 
(So darknefs ftrikes the fenfe no lefs than light) 
Thus gracious Cbandos is belov'd at fight; 

And 
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^^d every child hates Shylock, though his foul 55 
Still fits at fquat, and peeps not fix>m its hole. 
At half mankind when geneix>u8 Manly raves. 
All know 'tis Virtue, for he thinks them knaves : 
When univerfal homage Umbra pays. 
All fee *tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praife. 60 

When Flattery glares, all hate it in a Queen, 
VThile one there is who charms us with his Spleen« 

But thefe plain Chara^lers we rarely find t 
Though ftrong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind t 
Or paszling Contraries confound the whole j 65 

Or Affe^stions quite reverfe the foul. 
The Dull, flatFalfehoodierves, for policy t 
And in the Cunning, Truth itfelf 's a lie : 
Unthou£^t-of Frailties cheat us in the Wife; 
The Fool lies hid in inconfiftencies. 70 

See the fame man, in vigour, in the gout | 
Alone, in compimy } in place, or out $ 
Early at Buiinefs, and at Hazard late j 
Mad at a Fox-chafe, wife at a Debate j 
Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball $ 75 

Fiiendly at Hackney; faithlefs at Whitehall. 

Catius is ever moral, ever grave. 
Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave. 
Save juft at dinner— then prefers, no doubt, 
A Rogue with Venifon to a Saint without. So 

Who would not praife Patricio's high defert. 
His hand unftain'd, his uncomipted heart, 
His comprehenfive head ! all Interefts weighed, 
All Europe (av'd, yet Britain not betray'd. 

VOL.IL H ^ftft 
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He thanks you not, his Pride is in Picquette, f 5 

Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a Bctt. 

What made (fay, Montagne, or more fagc Charron !) 
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buftbon ? 
A perjur'd Prince a leaden faint revere, 
A godlefs Regent ti-emble at a Star ? ^ 

The throne ar Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 
Faithleft thrti^h Piety, and dup'd through Wit ? 
Europe a Wbhian, Child, dr Dotard rule> 
And jiiff her wifeft monartrh ftiade af5ool f 

Know, God and Nature only are the fame t' , 95 
In Man, the judgment ih'dots at flying game 5 .' 
A bird of pfejkge \ gone as foon M< found. 
Now in the Moon perhaps,- n5w ufider ground. • 

In vain tkfe Wge, with retrofpe^ive eye. 
Would from th' appirent- What conclude the Why^ ' 
Infer the MtM^ from the'Deedy and (hew. 
That what we chanc'd was what we'ODoeant to do. 
Behold if Fortune or a Miftrefs frovms, • > 

Some plunge in bufmefs, others ihav« their crowns r 
To eafe the Soul of one op|)relfive weight, xoe 

This quits an Empire, that embroils a State : 
The fame aduft complexion has impeird 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to thoField, 

Not 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 86. in the former Editions, 
Triumphant leaders at an army's head, 
Hemm'd round with glories, pilfer cloth or bread ; 
As meanly plunder as they bravely fought, 

Now (avc a people, and xvonv £a\t ^ ^o^u 
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Not always A^iions fhew the man : we find 
"Who does a Idndnefs, is not therefore kind i 1 1« 

Perhaps Profpcrity becalm*d his bi"eaft, 
Perhaps the Wind juft ihifted from the Eaft : 
Not therefore humble he who feeks retreat, 
Pride guides his deps, and bids him fhun the great : 
Who combats bravely i$ not therefore brave, 1 1 5 

He dreads a d^aih-bed like the meaneft flave j 
Who reafons wifely is- not lliei^efore wife. 
His pride iif Reafening,^ not in Ailing, lies. 

But grrant that alliens beft difcover man ; 
Take the moft ftrong, and fort them as you can* lao 
The few that glaiT, each eharafter muft mark, 
You balance not the many in the dark. 
What will you do with fuch as difagree ? 
Supprefs them, or mifcall them policy } 
Muft then at once (the charafter to fave) 125 

The plain rough Hero turn a crafty Knave ? 
Alas ! in truth the man but changed his mind. 
Perhaps was fick, in love, or had not dinM. 
Aik why fiXMn Britain Cifclar would retreat f 
Cxfar hifirfetf might whifper, he was beat. 1 30 

Why 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. J^$, in the former Jiditigjas ; 

Afk why from Britain Caefaf made retreat * 
Cxfar himfelf would tell you he was beat. 
^- The mi^ty Czar what mov'd to wed a Punk ? 
The migl|ty Cz«u- would tell you he was drunk. 

Altered .as above, becaufe Capfai* wi-ote his Commenta- 
ries of ttiis wai", and does not tell you he was beat. As 
Caefar too afforded an in/lance ot* both ca.^«i^^ \\. n^-ja 
thought better to make him the fmgk tx^tiv^\%* 
H a 
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Why rlik the World's great empire for a Punk ? 
Caefar perhaps might anfwery he was drunk. 
But, fage hiftorians I 'tis your ta(k to prove 
One a^lioa Conduft 5 one, heroic Love. 

'Tis from high Life high chara6lers are drawn ; 131 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn ^ 
A Judge is juil, a Chancellor jufter ft&Il ^ 
A Gownman, leam'd f a Biihop, what you will { 
Wife, ifaMinifter; but, if a King, 
More wife, more learn' d, more juft, more every thing» 
Couit- Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheft rate. 
Bom where Heaven's influence fcarce can penetrate s 
In life's low vale, the foil the Viitues like. 
They pleafe as beauties, here as wonders ftrike. 
Though the fame fun with all-diffufive rays 145 

Blufli in the Rofe, and in the Diamond blaze. 
We prize the ftifonger effort of his power. 
And juftly fet the Gem above the Flower. 

'Tis £lducation foiins the common mind, 
Juft as the twig is bent, the tree 's inclinM. 150 

Boaftful and rough, your firft fon is a *Squire $ 
The next a Tradefman, meek, and much a lyar s 
Tom ftruts a Soldier, open, bold and brave j 
Will fneaks a Scrivener, an exceeding knave : 
Is he a Churchman ? then he 's fond of power i 15 
A Quaker ? fly : A Prefl)yterian ? fower : 
A fmart Free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 
^ Aflc mens Opinions : Scoto now fliall tell 
How Trade increafes, and the world goes well} 

Strike 



"1 




Kp. I. MORAL ESSAYS. lot 

Strike ofFhls Penfion, by the fetting fun, i6o 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once. 
What turns him now a ftupid filent dunce ? 
Some God, or Spirit, he has lately found ; 
Or chanced to meet a Minifter that frownM. 165 

Judge we by Nature ? Habit can efi^ce, 
Intereft overcome, or policy take place : * 
By A6tions ? thofe Uncertainty divides i 
By Paffions ? thefe Diflimulation hides : 
Opinions ? they itill take a wider range : 170 

Fin4» if you can, in what you cannot change. 

Manners wi& Foitunes, Humours turn widi Climes, 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times. 

Search then the Ruling Pailion : There, alone. 
The Wild are conftant, and the Cunning known ; 175 
The Fool confiftent, and the Falfe fmcere ; 
Priefts, Princes, Women, no diffemblers here. 
This clue once found, unravels all the reft. 
The piiofpe£k clears, and Wharton ftands confeft. 
Wharton, the fcom and wonder of our days, , 180 
Whofe ruling Paflion was the Luft of Praife : 
Bom with whate'er could win it from the Wife^ 
Women and Fools muft like him, or he dies : 
Though wondering Senates hung on all he fpoke. 
The Club muft hail him mafter of the joke. 185 

Shall parts fo various aim at nothing new ? 
He'll fliine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 
Then turns repentant, and his God adoxes 
Widi the famt fpirit that he drinks and wViot«^\ 

H 3 'E.Ttf>'>^^ 
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Enough if all around him but admire j^^ 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Frier. 

Thus with each gift of nature and of ait, 

And wanting nothing but an honed heart ; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt ; 

And moft contemptible, to fhun contempt j 195 

His Paffion ftill, to covet general praife ; 

His Life, to forfeit it a thoufand ways ; 

A conftant Bounty which no friend has m^e( 

An Angel Tongue, lA^hich no man can peifuacU | ' ' 

A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind j %cO 

Too rafh for Thought, -for Aftion too refin'd s 

A Tyrttnt to the wife his heart approves ; 

A Rebel to the very kin^ he loves j 

He die6, iad outcaft of each church and ihite, 

And, harder ftiil 1 flagitious, yet not great. . 105 

Alk you why Wharton broke through every iiile ? 

*Twas all for fear the Knaves fliould call him Fool. 

Nature well known, no prodigies remain. 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

Yet, in this fearch, the wifcft may miftake, sio 

If fecond qualities for flrll they take. 
When Catiline by rapine fwell'd his ftore ; 
When Caefar made a noble dame a whore ; 
In this the Luft, in that the Avarice, 
Were means, not ends { Ambition was the vic<. %i$ 

That 

VARIATION. 

Jn the former Editions, vcr. zo8. 
Nature well knowiH no M\ndts remain. 
Altered, as above, for very cJ^Viom^ waSoi^%* 
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That Very Cafar, bom in Scipio's days. 

Had aimM, like him, by Chs^ty, at praifc« 

LucuUus, when Frugality could charm. 

Had roafled turnips in the Sabine farm. 

In vain th* obferver eyes the builder's toil, %f 

But quite miflakes the fcaffiald for the pile. 

In this one pafiion man can ftrength enfjoy. 
As Fits give vigour, juft when they defboy. 
Time, that on all diings lays his lenient handy 
Yet tapies not this s it ftic.ks to our laft fand« . %%$ 
Confiftent in our follies and otir fins« 
Here honefk Nature ends as ihe begins. 

Old Politicians chew on wifdom paft. 
And totter on in buiiners to the laft ; 
As weak, as eameft; and as gravely out, ^30 

As ibber Lane(borow dancing in the gout. 

Bdipld a reverend fure, whom want of grace 
Has made the fathei* of a namelefs race. 
Shoved from the wall perhaps, or rudely preisM 
By his own fon, that paiT^s by unblefs^d s 235 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies every fparrow that he fees. 

A falmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate ; 
The do6lor caird, declares all help too late t 
** Mercy ! cries Helluo, mercy on my foul ! 240 

** Is there no hope ?— Alas ! — then bring the jowl.'' 

The frugal Crone, whom praying priefts attend. 
Still ftrives to fave the hallow'd taper's end. 
Collets her breath, as ebbing life retii-es. 
For one puff more^ and in that puff exp\rt%» i.\^ 

H 4 ** Oi^\o\\\\ 
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** Odious ! in woollen * *twould a faint provoke, 
(Were the laft words that pdor Narcifla fpoke) 
*' N09 let a charming Chintz, and Bniflfels lace, 
" Wrap my cold limbs, and (hade my lifelefs face t 
<< One would not, fm%, be frightful when one^s dead— 
«« And— Betty— give this Cheek a little Red.*' 

The Courtier fmooth, who forty years had fiiinM 
An hiunble fervant to all human-kind, 
Juft brought out this, when fcarce his tongue could ftir, 
«« If .where I 'm going— I could ferve you. Sir !*' 455 

*' I give and I devife (old Euclio faid. 
And figh'd) " my lands and tenements to Ned.** 
Your money, Sir ?^** My money, Sir, what all ? 
«« >yhy,— if I muft— (then wept) I give it Paul." 
The manor. Sir ?— " The manor ! hold, he cry'd. a6o 
«« Not that,— I cannot part with that" — and dy'd. 

And you 1 brave Cobham, to the lateft breathy 
Shall feel your ruling paiHon ftrong in death t 
Such in thofe moments as in all the paft, 
<« Oh, fave my Country, Heaven !" (hall be your laft. 
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EPISTLE II. 
TO A LADY. 

Of the Characters of Wo m e n. 

^HERE is nothing in Mr. roper's works more highly 
£nifhed than this Epiftle : Yet its Aiccefs was in no 
proportion to the pains he took in compofing it. 
Something he chanced to drop in a fhort advertife- 
ment prefixed to it, on its firft publication, may per- 
haps account for the fmall attention ^ven to it. He 
faid that no one character in it was drawn from the life. 
The public believed him on his word, and expreifed 
little curiofity about a Satire, in which there was no- 
dung perfonal. 

T^ OTHING fo true as what you once let fall, 
-L>l €€ Moft Women have no Charafters at all." 
Matter too foft a lafting mark to bear, 
And beft diftinguiih^d by black, brown, or fair. 

How many pi^lures of one Nymph we view, 5 

Ail how unlike each other, all how true ! 
Arcadians Countefs, here, in ermin'd pride, 
Is there, Paftora by a fountain fide. 
Here Fannia, leering on her own good man. 
And there, a naked Leda with a Swan. \<» 



io6 P O P E • S P O E M S. 

Let then the fair-one beautifully cry, 

In Magdalene' s^loofe hair and lifted eye, . 

Or dreft in fmilfes of fweet Cecilia fhihe, 

With fnnpering Angels, Palms, and Hai*ps divine j 

Whether the Charmer finneF it, or faint it, 15 

If Folly grow romantic, I muft paint it. 

Come then, the Colours and the gtt)und prepare I 
Dip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air ; 
Chufe a firm Cloud, before It fall, and in it 
Catch, ere fhe change, the Cynthia of this minute, m 

Rufa, whofe eye, quick glancing o'er the Park, 
Attiafts each light gay meteor of a Spark, 
Agrees as ill with Rufa ftudying Locke, 
As Sappho* s diamonds with her dirty fmockj 
Or Sappho at her toilet* s greafy talk, ft < 

With Sappho fragrant at an evening Ma(k : 
So morning Infe^ls, that in muck begun. 
Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ietting-fun. 

How foft is Silia ! fearful to offend j 
The frail-one's advocate, the weak-one*s friend. y 
To her, Califta proved her conduft nice ; 
And good Simplicius afks of her advice. 
Sudden, fhe ftorms ! fhe raves I You tip the wink» 
But fpare your cenfure j Silia does not drink* 
All eyes may fee from what the change arofe> 3' 

All eyes may fee— a Pimple on her nofe. 

Papillia, wedded to her amorous fpark. 
Sighs for the fhades— •« How charming is a Park P* 
A Park is purchased, but the Fair he fees 
A'lJ bath'd in tears—*" Oh odious, odious Trees I** 4< 
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Ladies, like variegsited Tulips, ihow, 
Tis to their Changes half their charms we owe j 
Fine by defef^, and delicately weak. 
Their happy Spots the nice admirer take. 
Twas thus Calypfo once each heart alarmM, 45 

Aw''d without Virtue, without Beauty charm'd 9 
Her Tongue bewitched as oddly as hci* Eyes, 
Lefs Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than Wife i 
Strange graces ftill, and ftranger flights (he had. 
Was juft not ugly, and was juft not mad j 50 

Yet ne^er fo fure our paf&on to create. 
As when ihe touched the brink of all we bate. 

Narcifla*s nature, tolerably mild. 
To make a waih, would hardly ftew a child ; 
Has ev*n been prov'd to grant a Lover's prayer, $$ 

And paid a Tradefman once to make him ftare j 
Gave alms at Eailer, in a Chriitian trim. 
And made a Widow happy, for a whim. 
Why then declare Good-nature is her fcom. 
When *ds by that alone fhe can be bom ? 6^ 

Why pique all mortals, yet afFeft a name ? 
A fool to Pleafure, yet a flave to fame : 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking Citron with his Grace and Chartres ; 
Now Confciencc chills her, and now Pailion bums; 65 
And Atheifm and Religion take their turns j 
A^vcry Heathen in the carnal pait, 
Yet ftill a fad, good Chriftian at her heart. 

See Sin in State, majeftically drunk j 
Proud as a Peerefs, prouder as a Punk y lo 
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Chafte to her Huflsand^ frank to all bcfide, 

A teeming Miftrefs, but a barren Bride. 

What then ? let Blood and Body bear the fault. 

Her Head - s untouchM, that noble Seat of Thougl 

Suck this day*s doMne — in another fit 

She fins with Poets through pure love of Wit. 

What has not fir'd her bofom or her brain ? 

Caefar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 

As Helluo, late Diftator of the Feaft, 

Hie Nofe of Haut-gout, and the Tip of Tafle, 

Critiqued your wine, and analyzed your meat, 

Yet on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat : 

So Philomede^ lefluring all mankind 

On the foft Paflion, and the Tafte refin'd, 

Th' Addrefs, the Delicacy— ftoops at once. 

And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. 

Flavia's a Wit, has too much fenfe to pray ; 
To toaft our wants and wifhes, is her way ^ 
Nor aiks of God, but of her Stars, to give 
The mighty bleffing, ** while we live, to live." 
Then all for Death, that Opiate of the foul ! 
Lucrctia's dagger, Rofamonda's bowl. 
Say, what can caufe fuch impotence of mind ? 
A Spark too fickle, or a Spoufe too kind. 
Wife Wretch ! with pleafures too refinM to pleafe j 
With too much Spirit to be e'er at cafe 5 

\ 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. 77. What has not fir'd, &c.] In the MS. 
In whofe mad brain the mixt ideas roll, 
Of Tall-hoy's breeches^ and o£ C«i?^'s fc>A. 



/ 
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With too much Qujcknefs ever to be taught } 

With too n^uch Thinking to have common Thought t 

You purchafe pain with all that Joy can give, 

And die of nothing but a Rage to live. 100 

Turn then from Wits ^ and look on Simo's Mate, 
No Afs f^ mcekf no Afs fo obfBnate. 
Or her, that owns her Faults, but never mends, 
Becaufe ihe ^s honeft, and the beft of Friends. 
Or her, whofe life the Church and Scandal fhare, 105 
For ever in a ^affion, or a Prayer. 
Or her, who laugl\^ at Hell, but (like her Grace) 
Cries, ** Ah ! how charming, if there 's no fuch place V 
Or who in fweet viciffitude appears 
Of Mirth and Opium, Ratafie and Tears, no 

The daily Anodyne, and nightly Draught, 
To kill thofe foes to Fair-ones, Time and Thought. 
Woman and Fool are two hard things to hit } 
For true No->meaning puzzles more than Wit. 

But what are thefe to great AtofTa's mind ? 1x5 

Scarce once herfelf, by turns all Womankind I 
Who, with herfelf, or others, from her birth 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : 
Shines, in expofmg Knaves, and painting Fools, 
Yet is, whatever ihe hates and ridicules. izo 

No Thought advances, but her Eddy Brain 
Whiiks it about, and down it goes again. 



Full 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 122. in the MS. 
Opprefs'd with wealth and wit, abundance fad! 
One nakef bcrpoor, the other mfikt» \x^i T&a^^^ 
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Full fixty years the World ha? been her Trade, 

The wifcft Fool much Time has ever made. 

From lovclefs youth to unrefpc^^cd age, 125 

No Paffion gratifyM, except her Rage, 

So much the Fury ftill out-ran the Wit, 

The Pleafure mifs'd her, and the Scandal hit. 

Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge from Hell, 

But he *8 a bolder man who dares be well, 130 

H^r every turn with' Violence purfucd, 

Nor more a ftonn her Hate than Gratitude s 

To that each Ptiflion'turtis, or foon or late 5 

Love, if ittriaftes her yield, muft make her hate : 

Superiors ? death ! and Equals ? what a curfc ! 135 

But an Inferior not dependant? worfe. 

OfFepd her, and fhe kftows not to forgive 5 

Oblige her, and ihe *11 hate you while you live : 

But die, and (he Ml ddore yoii — Then the Buft 

And Temple rife— then fall again to duft. 14^ 

Laft night, her Lord was all that 's good and great j 

A KnaviB this morning^ and his Will k Cheat. 

Strange ! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 

By Spirit robb'd of Power, by Warmth of Friends, 

By Wealth of Followers 1 without one diftrefs 145 

Sick of herfelf, through very fclfifhnefs ! 

Atofla, curs'M wi^i fevery gi-anted prayer, 

iChildlefs with" all her Children, wants an Heir. 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 143. in the MS. 
Thia Death decides 5 nor lets the blefRng fall 
On any one ihe hates, but 6u \3tvetii ^\\* 



To 



Q.>w%^V 
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To Heirs unknown defcends th* unguarded ftore> 
Qrwandersy Heaven-direfted, to the Pbor. 159 

Pictures like diefe, dear Madam, to de{ign> 
Aik no firm hand, and no unerring line ; 
Some wandering torches, fome refleded light, 
Soine flying ftroke alone can hit them right : 
For how (hould equal Colom-s do the knack ? j^e 

Chameleons who can- paint in white and black ? 

** Yet Chloe fure was.formM without a fpot/'— 
Nature in her then err^d not, but forgot. 
•*• With every plea£ngt every prudent part, 
** Say, what can Chloe want?'* — She wants a Heart. 
She fpeaks, behaves, aiid.a6ls juft as (he ought) 
But never, never, reafch'd one generous Thought. 
Virtue (he finds too painful an endeavoui:, 
Cpntent to dwell in JDeeencies for ever. 
So very reafonable, £0 unmov'd, iC,^ 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 
She, while her Lover pants upon her ^reaft. 
Can mark the figures on an Indian cheftj 
Aad wheA ihe fees her Friend in dcep.derp;Mri 
Obferves how nwich a Chintz exceeds Mohak* x ja 

Forbid it. Heaven, a Favour or a Debt 
She eVr fhoidd cancel— but fhe may forget. 
Safe is your fecret flill in Chloe's eai- ; 
But none of Chloe* s fiiall you ever hear. 

Oi 

VARIATION. 

Curs'd chance ! this only could afflift her more. 
If any part fhould wander to the poor. 
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Of all her Dears ihe never ilander'd oQe^ 175 

But cares not if a thoufand are undone. 

Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 

She bids her Footman put it in her head, 

Chloe is prudent — Would you too be wife ? 

Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. xS« 
One certdn Portrait may (I grant) be feen, . 

Which Heaven has vamifh'd out, and made a Queen j 

The fame for ever! and defcrib*d by ail 

With Truth and Goodnefs, as with Crown and Ball. 

Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will, X&5 

And (hew their zeal, and hide dieir want of fkill. 

'Tis well— but, Artifts ! who Can paint or write> 

To draw the naked is your true delight. 

That Robe of Quality fo ftrut^ and fwelis. 

None fee what Parts of Nature it conceals : • 190 

Th' exafteft traits of Body or of Mind, 

We owe to models of an humble kind.' 

If Queenfberry to ftrip there 's no compelling, 

'Tis from a Handmaid we muft take a tilelen. 

From Peer or Bilhop 'tis no eafy thing 195 

To draw the man who loves his God, or King : 

Alas ! I copy, (or my draught would fail) 

From honeft Mah'met, or plain Parfon Hale. 



But 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 198. in the MS. 
Fain I'd in Fulvia fpy the tender Wife j 
I cannot prove it on her for my life : 
And, for a noble pride, I blufti no lefs, 
In/iead of Berenice to think on Befs. 



TKus 
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But grant, in Public Men fometimes are fliown, 
A woman^s feen in Private life alone : jq^ 

Our bolder Talents in full light difplay'd 5 
Your Virtues open faireft in the ftiade. 
£red to difgtiife, in Public *tis you hide ; 
There, none dilHnguiih 'twixt your Shame or Pride, 
Wcakncfs or Delicacy 5 all fo nice, j^o 5 

That each may fcem a Virtue, or a Vice. 

In Men we various Ruling Paflions find j 
In Women, two almoft divide the kind $ 
Thofe, only fixM, they firft or laft obey. 
The Love of Pleafure, and the Love of Sway. 210 

That, Nature gives 5 and where the leflbn taught 
Is but to pleafe, can Pleafure feem a fault ? 
Experience, this ; by Man's oppreflion curft. 
They feek the fecond not to lofe the firft. 

Men, fome to Bufinefs, fome to Pleafure take j 215 
But every Woman is at heart a Rake : 
Men, fome to Quiet, fome to public Strife ; 
But every Lady would be Queen for Life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens ! 
Power all their end, but Beauty all the means.: 220 

In 

VARIATIONS. 

Thus while immortal Gibber only fings 
(As Clarke and Hoadly preach) for queens and kings. 
The N^inpb that ne'er read Milton's mighty line, 
May, if me love, and merit verfe, have mine. 
Vcr. 207. in the firft Edition, 
In feveral Men we fbveral paflions find ; 
In Women, two almoU divide the k'md« 
Vol. U. I 
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Jn Youth they conquer with fo wild a rage,. 

As leaves them fcarce a fubjeft in then* Age : 

For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam 5 

^o thought of peace or happinefs at home. 

But Wifdom's triumph is well-tim'd Retreat, a 

As hai'd a fcience to the Fair as Great 1 

Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendlcfs grown. 

Yet hate repofe, and dread to be alone, 

Worn-out in public, weary every eye. 

Nor leave one figh behind them when they die, j 

Pleafures the fex, as children Birds, purfue, 
$i^U out of reach, yet never out of view j 
Sure, if they catch, to fpoil the Toy at moft. 
To covet flying, and regret when loft : 
At laft, to follies Youth could fcarce defend, 3 

It grows their Age's prudence to pretend; 
Alham'd to own they gave delight before. 
Reduced to feign it, when they give no more : 
As Hags hold Sabbaths, lefs for joy than fpight^ 
So thefe their merry, miferable Night ; 3 

Still round and round the Ghofts of Beauty glide. 
And haunt the places where their honour dy'd« 

See how the World its Veterans rewards ! 
A Youth of Frolicks, an old Age of Cards ; 
Fair to no puipofe, artful to no end, z 

Young without Lovers, old without a Friend i 
A Fop their PaflTion, but their Prize a Sot, 
Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot ! 

Ah ! Friend ! to dazzle let the Vain defign j 
To ralic tht. thought, and touch the Heart be thine ! a 

Th 



Ep. 11. MORAL ESSAYS. it^ 

That Charm (hall grow, while what fatigues the Ring, 
Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded things 
So when the Sun*s broad beam has ^rM the fight, 
All mild afcends the Moon^s more fober light. 
Serene in Virgin Modefty fhe (hines, 255 

And unobfervM the glaring orb declines. 

Oh ! bleft with Temper, whofe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day : 
She, who can love a Sifter's charms, or hear 
Sighs for a Daughter witfi mftwoundcd ear j zSo 

She who ne>r anfwers *till a Hufband cools. 
Or, if file rules him, never (hews flie rules 5 
Charms by accepting, by fubmitting fways, 
Yet has her humour moft, when (he obeys j 
Let Fops or Fortune fly which way they wll 5 265 

Difdains all lofs of Tickets, or Codille ; 
Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all. 

And Miftrefs of herfelf, though China fall. 
And yet, believe me, good as well as ill. 

Woman's at beft a conti*adi6lion ftill. 270 

Heaven when it ftrives to polifh all it can 

Iti hft beft work, but forms a fofter Man ; 

Kcks from each fex, to make the Favourite bleft. 

Your love of Pleafure, our defire of Reft : 

Blends, in exception to all general rules, 275 

Your tafte of Follies, with our fcorn of Fools : 

Refcrve with Franknefs, Art with Truth ally'd, 

Courage with Softnefs, Modefty with Pride j 

Fix*d Principles, with Fancy ever new j 

Shakes all together, and produces—You* a.^c> 

I « ^^ 
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Be this a Woman's Fame : with this unbleft, 

Toafts live a fconi) and Queens may die a jeft. 

This Phcebus promisM (I forget the year) 

When thofe blue eyes firft openM on the fphere ; 

Af(;endant Phcebus watch'd that hour with care, X85 

Averted half your Parents* iimple Prayer ; 

And gave you Beauty, but denyM the Pelf 

That buys your fex a Tyrant o*er itfelf. 

The generous God, who Wit and Gold refines. 

And ripens Spirits as he ripens. Mines. 19a 

Kept Drofs for DuchefTes, tlys world (hall know it. 

To you gave Senfe, Good-humour^ and a Poet- 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 

EPISTLE III. 
TO ALLEN, LORI> BATHURST. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of the Ufe of Riches. 

THAT it is known to few, moft falling into one of 
the extremes, Avarice or Profufion, ver. i, &c. The 
Point difcuiTed, whether the invention of Money has 
been more commodious or pernicious to Mankind, 
ver. 21 to 77. That Riches, either to the Avarici- 
ous or the Prodigal, cannot afford Happinefs, fcarccly 
Neceflaries, ver. 89 to 160. That Avarice is an ab- 
iblnte Frenzy, without an End or Purpofe, ver. 113, 
&c. 15a. Con jeftures about the Motives of Avari- 
cious men, ver. 121 to 153. That the conduft of 
men, with refpeft to Riches, can only be accounted- . 
for by the Order of Providence, which works the 
general Good out of Extremes, and brings all to its 
great End by perpetual 'Revolutions, ver. 161 to 178. 
How a Mifer a6ls upon Principles which appear to 
him reafonable, ver. 179. How a Prodigal does the 
feme, ver. 199. The due Medium, and true ufe of 
Riches, ver. 219. The Man of Rofs, ver. 250. The 
fate of the Profufe and the Covetous, in two examples j 
both miferable in Life and in Death, vet. "^OO) %lc« 
The Story ofSir-Bsdasang ver. 339 to iIKe tivA., 

I 3 IS.Yl^Tl-^ 
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THIS Epiftle was written after a violent outcry againft 
our Autlior> on a fuppofition that he had ridiculed 9- 
worthy nobleman merely for his wrong tafte. He 
juftified himfejf upon tfeat 9XUqU in a letter to the 
Earl of Burlington j at the end of which are thefe 
words : *' I have learnt that there arc fome who would 
<f rather be wicked tbap ridiculous; and therefore it 
*< may \m fafer to attack vices than follies* I will 
** therefore l^ave my betters in the quiet pofleilion of 
*^ their idols, their groves, and their high-places ; 
** and change my fubjcft from their prid^ tq tji«ir 
*' mcannefs, from their vanities to their naiferies j 
** and as the only certain way to avoid mifconftruc* 
^' tions, to lefTen offence, and not to multiply ill- 
<< natured applications, I may probably in my ne^t, 
*' make ufb of real names inftead of fi6litious ones/* 

p. WJ H O fhall decide, when Doftors difagree, 

^ ^ And foundeft Cafuifts doubt, like you and me ? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given. 
That Man was made the ftanding jeft of Heaven : 
And Gold but fent to keep the Fools in play, 5 

For fome to heap, and fome to tlu'ow away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 
(And, furely. Heaven and I ai*e of a mind) 
Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound. 
Deep h'K) jthe ftining mifchief updcr gi'ound : %o 
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But when, by Man's audacious labour won, 
- Flam'd forth this rival too, its Sire, the Sun> 
Then careful Heaven fupply'd two forts of Men, 
To fquander Thefe, and Thofe to hide again. 

Like Do6^ors thus, 'When much difpute has paft. 
We find our tenets juft the fame at laft. 
Both fairly owning. Riches, in effeft. 
No grace of Heaven or token of th' Ele6t 5 
Given to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 20 
5. What Nature wants, commodious Gold beftows, 

*Ti8 thus we eat the bread another fows. 
V. But how unequal it beftows, obferve ; 

*Tis thus we riot, while, who fow it, ftarve : 
What Nature wants (a phiafe I much diftnift) 25 
Extends to Luxury, extends to Luft : 
Ufeful, I grant, it ferves what life requires, 
But dreadful too, the dark AfTaflin hires : 
B. Trade it may help. Society extend : 
P. But lures the Pirate, and corrupts the Friend. 30 
B. It raifes Annies in a Nation's aid : 
P. But bribes a Senate, and the Land *s betrayed. 
In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave j 
If fccrit Gold fap on from knave to knave. 
Once, we confcfs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, 55 
From the crack'd bag the dropping Guinea fpoke. 
And jingling down the back-ftairs, told the crew, 
" Old Cato is as great a rogue as you." 
Bleft Paper-credit I laft and beft fupply ! 
That lends Corruption lighter vrings to ft.^ \ ^a 
I 4 GcM^ 
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Gold, ImpM by thcc, can compafs hardeft things, 
Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings j ' 
A fingle leaf ftiall waft an Army o'er. 
Or Ihip-oiF Senates to fome diftant Shore 5 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, fcatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the wind fhall blow : 
Pi^gnant with thoufands flits the Scrap unfeen. 
And filent fells a King, or buys a Queen. 

Oh ! that fuch bulky Biibes as all might fee. 
Still, as of old, incumbered Villainy ! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave defigns. 
With all their brandies, or with all their wineS ? 
What could they more than Knights and 'Sqi 

confound, 
Qr water all the Quorum ten miles round ? 
-A ftatefman's Aumbers how this fpeech would fpoil 
*' Sir, Spain has fent a thoufand jars of oil ; 
<* Huge bales of Britiih cloth blockade the door ; 
«* A hundred oxen at your levee roar." 

Poor Avarice one tonnent more would find j 
Nor could Profufion fquander all in kind. 
Aftride his cheefe Sir Morgan might we meet :^ 
And Worldly ciying coals from ftreet to ftreet. 
Whom, with a wig fo wild, and mien fo mazM, 
Pity miftakes for fome poor tradefman craz'd. 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 50. in the MS. 

To break a truft were Peter brib'd with wine, 
Peter! 'twould pofe as wife a. Vvt^d ^^ xiCmt, 
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Had Colepepper^s whole wealth been hops and hogs, 65 

Could he him^f have fent it to the dogs ? 

His Grace will game : to White's a Bull be led. 

With fpumiiig heels and with a butting head. 

Te White's be carry'd, as to ancient games, 

Fair Courfers, Vafes, and alluring Dames. 70 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ftakes he fweep, 

Bear home fix Whores, and make his Lady weep ? 

Or foft Adonis, fo perfum'd and fine. 

Drive to St. James's a whole herd of fwine ? 

Oh filthy check on all induflrious ikill, 75 

To fpoil the nation*s laft great trade, Quadrille ! 

Since then, my Lord, on fuch a World we. fall. 

What fay you ? B. Say ? Why take it, Gold and all: 

P. What Riches give us, let us then inquire ? 
Meat, Fire, and Cloaths. B. What more ? P. Meat, 
Cloaths, and Fire. 89 

Is this too little ? would you more than live ? 
Alas ! 'tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Alss ! 'tis more than (all his vifions paft) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laft ! 
What can they give ? to dying Hopkins, Heirs $ Z$ 
To Chartres, Vigoiu* ; Japhet, Nofe and Ears ? 
Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow. 
In Fulvia's buckle eafe the throbs below i 
Or heal, old Narfes, thy obfcener ail. 
With all th' embroidery plaifter'd at thy tail ? 90 

They 

VARIATION. 

»er. 77. Since then, &c.] In the former Ed. 
We]J then, fmce with the world we ftand or £^\\» 
Come take it, as we find it. Gold and aV\. 
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Tbey might (were Harpax not too wife to fpend) 

Give Harpax (elf the bleifing of a Friend $ 

Or find fome Doftor that would fave the life 

Of wretched Shylock, fpite of Shylock's Wife: 

But thoufands die, without or this or that, 95 

Die, and endow a College, or a Cat. 

To feme, indeed. Heaven grants the happier fate, 

T* enrich a Baftard, or a Son ihey hate. 

Perhaps you think the Poor might have their part. 
Bond damns the Poor, and hates them from his heart : 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rale 
That every man in want is knave or fool t 
*' God cannot love (feys Blunt, with tearlefs eyes) 
** The wretch he ftarves'* — and pioufly denies : 
But the good Bi(hq>, with a meeker air, 105 

Admits, and leaves them, Providence's care.» 

. Yet to be juft to thefe poor men of pelf, 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himfelf : 
Damn'd to the Mines, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides. 1x0 

B. Who fufier thus, mere Charity ihould own^ 
Muft a6l on motives powerful, though unknown. 

P. Some War, fome Plague, or Famine, they forefe^ 
Some Revelation hid from you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the caufeis found, 1x5 
He thinks a Loaf will rife to fifty pound. 
What made Diredors cheat in South-fea year? ■ 
To live on Venifon when it fold (b dear. 
Afk you why Phrine the whole Auftion buys ? 
\Pbrync forefees SL general Excife. ii6 
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Why (he and Sappho raife that monftrous fum ? 
Alas ! they fear a man will coft a plum. 

Wife Peter fees the World's refpea for Gold, 
And therefore hopes this Nation may be fold : 
Glorious Ambition ! Peter, fwell thy ftore, 115 

And be what Rome's great Didius was before. 
The Crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To jufl: three millions ftinted modeft Gage. 
But nobler fcenes, Maria's dreams unfold. 
Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold. x^e 

Congenial fouls ; whofe life one Avarice joins. 
And one fate buries in th' Afhirian Mines. 

Much-in jur'd Blunt ! why bears he Britain's hate ? 
A wizard told him in thefe words our fate : 
" At length Corruption, like a general flood, 135' 

" (So long by watchful Minifters withftood) 
" Shall deluge all 5 and Avarice, creeping on, 
'< Spread like a low-bom mifl, and blot the Sun ; 
" Statefman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 
" Peerefs and Butler fhare alike the Box, 140 

" And Judges )ob, and Bifhops bite the town, 
" And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown, 
<* See Britain funk in lucre*s fordid charms, 
" And France reveng'd of Anne*s and Edward's 

" arms I" 
Twas no Court-badge, great Scrivener, fir*d thy brain. 
Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain : 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, aiham'd to fee 
Senates degenerate, Patriots difagree, 

Atvd 
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And nobly wiihing Party-rage to ccafc, 

To buy both fides, and give thy Country peace. x 50 

"All this is madnefs/' cries a fober fage : 
But who, my friend, has reafon in his rage ? 
" The Ruling Paffion, be it what it will, 
•* The Ruling Paflion conquers reafon ftill." 
Lcfs niad the wildeft whimfcy we can frame, 155 

Than even that PaiTion, if it has no Aim 5 
For though fuch motives Folly you may call, 
fhe Folly 's gi-eater to have none at all. 

Hear then the trutb : " 'Tis Heaven each Paffion 
« fends, 
" And different men dire6ls to different ends. j6o 

** Extremes in Nature equal good produce, 
" Extremes in Man concur to general ufe.'" 
Afk we what makes one keep, and one beflow ? 
That Power who bids the ocean ebb and flow. 
Bids feed-time, harvefl, equal courfe maintain, 165 

Through reconciled extremes of drought and rain. 
Builds Life on Death, on Change Duration founds. 
And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounds. 

Riches, like infe£ls, when concealed they lie. 
Wait but for wings, and in their feafon fly. 1 70 

Who fees pale Mamnion pine amidft his (lore. 
Sees but a backward fteward for the Poor 5 
This year a Refervoii", to keep and fpare ; 
The next, a Fountain, fpouting through his Heir, 
In lavifh ftreams to quench a Country's thirfl, 175 

And men and dogs fball drink him till th^y burft. 

Old 
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Old Cotta (ham*d his fortune and his birth. 
Yet was not Cotta voi^ of wit or worth : 
What though (the ufe of barbarous fpits forgot) 
His kitchen vied in coolnefs with his grot? 180 

His court with nettles, moats with crefles ftor*d» 
With foups unbought and fallads blefs'd his board > 
If Cotta liv*d on pulfe, it was no more 
Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before ; 
To cram the rich, was prodigal expence, 185 

And who would take the Poor from Providence ? 
Like fome lone Chartreux ftands the good old Hall, 
Silence without, and fafts within the wall ; 
No rafterM roofs with dance and tabor found, 
No noontide bell invites the country round : 1 90 

Tenants with fighs the fmoakiefs towers furvey, 
And turn th* unwilling fteeds another way : 
Benighted wanderers, the foreft o'er, 
Curfe the favM candle, and unopening door j: 
While the gaunt maftiff, growling at the gate, 195 

A£Brights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 

Not fo his Son : he markM this overfight. 
And then miftook reverfe of wrong for right. 
(For what to fliun, will no great knowledge need ; 
But what to follow, is a ta(k indeed.) 200 

Yet fure^ of qualities deferving praife. 
More go to ruin Fortunes, than to raife. 
What flaughterM hecatombs, what floods of wine. 
Fill the capacious * Squire, and deep Divine ! 
Yet no mean motives this profulion draws, 205 

Hif oxen periih in his country's caufe | 
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^is George and Liberty that crowns the cup. 
And Zeal for that great Houfe which eats him up. 
The woods recede around the naked feat. 
The Sylvans groan — no matter — for the Fleet : s 
Next goes his Wool— to clothe our valiant bands, 
Laft, for his Country's love^ he fells his Lands. 
To town he comes^ completes the nation's hope. 
And heads the bold Train-bands, and bums a Pope. 
And ihall not Britain now reward his toils, a 

Britain, that pays her Pati'iots with her Spoils I 
In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his caufe. 
His thanklefs Conntry leaves him to her Laws. 

The Senfc to value Riches, with the Art 
T' enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, ± 

Not meanly, nor ambitiouily purfued. 
Not funk by floth, not raised by fervitude 5 
To balajpce Fortune by a juft expence. 
Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence 5 
With Splendor, Charity 5 with Plenty, Health 5 a 
Oh teach us, Bathurft I yet unfpoiPd by wealth ! 

Tl 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver 218. in the MS. 

Where one lean herring fumifh'd Cotta's board. 
And nettles grew, fit porridge for their Lord ; 
W^here mad good-nature, bounty mifapply'd. 
In lavifh Curio blazM a while and dy'd ; 
There Providence once more (hall fliift the fcenc. 
And ihewing H— y, teach the golden mean. 

After ver. ai6. in the MS. 

The fecret rare, which affluence hardly join'd, 

Which W— n loft, yet B--y ne'er could find : 

StUl jn//s'd by Vice, and fcarcc \rj \\\\.\k^\ii\., 

■^ G— *s goodnefs, ov by S— 's vj'vt, 
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That fecret rare, between th' extremes to move 
Of mad Good-nature) and of mean Self-love. 

B. To Worth or Want well-weigh'd, be Bounty given. 
And cafe, or emulate, the care of Heaven 5 1 30} 

(Whofe meafure full o'erflov/s on human race) 
Mend Fortune's fault, and juftify her grace. 
Wealth in the grofs is death, but life diffused | 
As poifon heals, in juft proportion us*d s 
In heaps, like Ambergris, a ftink it lies, 935 

But well difpers'd, is incenfe to the Skies. 

P. Who ftarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats ? 
The Wretch that trufts them, and the Rogue that cheats. 
h there a Lord, who knows a cheaiful noon 
Without a Fiddler, Flatterer, or Buffoon ? 240 

Whofe table. Wit, or modeft Merit fhare, 
Un-elbow'd by arGamefter, Pimp, or Player ? 
Who copies Your's, or Oxford's better part. 
To eafe th* opprefs'd, and i-aife the finking heart ? 
Where'er he fhines, oh Fortune, gild the fcene, 2455, 
And Angels guard him in the golden Mean !* 
There, Engliih Bounty yet a while may ftand, 
And Honour linger ere it leaves the land. 
/ But all our praifes why (hould Lords engrofs ? 

Rife, honeft MuTe I and fing the Man of Ross : 250^ 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds. 
And rapid Severn hoarfe applaufe refounds. 

Whov 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 250. in the MS. 

Trace humble worth beyond Sabrina's fhore. 
Who. iings not him, oh may he ^^ no moi^\ 



. 
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Who hung with woods yon mountain's fultiy brow ? 

From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 

Not to the (kles in ufelefs columns toA-y 155 

Or in proud falls magnificently loft. 

But clear and artlefs, pouring through the plain 

Health to the fick, and folacc to the fwain. 

Whofe Caufeway parts the vale with fhady rows ? 

Whofc feats the weary Traveller repofc ? a6o 

Who taught that heaven-direfled fpire to rife } 

" The Man of Ross,'' each lifping babe replies. 

Behold the Market-place with poor o'erfpread ! 

The Man of Ross divi«»cs the weekly bread : 

He feeds yon Alms-houfe, neat, but void of ftate, %6$ 

Where Age and Want fit fmiling at the gate j 

Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans bleft. 

The young who labour, and the old who reft. 

Is any fick? the Man of Ross relieves, 

Prefcribes, attends, the medicine makes, and gives. 270 

Is there a variance? enter but his door^ 

BalkM are the Courts, and conteft is no more. 

Defpairing Quacks with curfes fled the place. 

And vile Attorneys, now an ufelefs race. 

B. Thrice happy man 1 enabled to purfue . 175 
What all fo wifli, but want the power to do ! 
Oh fay, what fums that generous hand fupply ? 
What mines to fwcU that boundlefs charity ? 

P. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children 
clear. 
This man pofleft— five hundred pounds a-year. 2S0 

Bluih, 
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Blufli, Grandeur, blufh ! proud Courts, withdraw your 

blaze! 
Yelitde Stars ! hide your diminifh'd rays. 

B. And what ? no monument, infcription, ftone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoft unknown ? 

P. Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his Name : 
Go, fearch it there, where to be born and die. 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiftory ; 
Enough, that Virtue filPd the fpace between 5 
ProvM by the ends of being, to have been. 390 

Whetf Hopkins dies, a thoufand lights attend 
The wretch, who living favM a candle^s end j 
Shouldering God's altar a vile image ftands. 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands ; 
That live-long wig, which Gorgon's felf might own j 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ftone. 
Behold what bleflings Wealth to life can lend • 
And fee, what comfort it affords our end. 
In the worft inn's worft room, with mat half-hung. 
The floors of plaifter, and the walls of dung, 300 

On once a flock-bed, but repaired with ftraw. 
With tape-ty'd curtains, never meant to draw. 



The 



VARIATION. 

Vcr. 287. Thus in the MS. 
The Regifter inrolls him with his Poor, 
Tells he was bom, and dy'd, and tells no more. 
Juft as he ought, he filPd the Space between 5 
Then ftole to reft unheeded and unfeen, 
VoJt. U. K 
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The George and Garter dangling from that bed 

Where tawdry yellow ftrove with dirty red. 

Great Villers lies— alas ! how chang'd from him, 305 

That life of Pleafure, and that foul of whim ! 

Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove. 

The bower of wanton Shrew(bury and Love j 

Or juft as gay, at Council, in a ring 

Of mimick'd Statefmen, and their meiry King. jro 

No Wit to flatter, left of all his ftore ! 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 

There, vi6tor of his health, of fortune, friends. 

And Fame J this lord of ufelefs thoufands ends. 

His Grace's fate fage Cutler could forefee, 315 

And well (he tliought) advis'd him, " Live like me I*' 
As well his Grace reply'd, **■ Like you. Sir John > 
<* That lean do, when all I have is gone." 
Refolvc me, Reafon, which of thefe are worfe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purfe ? 320 

Thy life more wretched. Cutler, was confefs'd, 
Arifc, and tell me, was thy death more blefs'd ? 
Cutler faw tenants break, and houfes fall. 
For very want j he could not build a wall* 
His only daughter in a Granger's power, 325 

For very vrant j he could not pay a dower. 
A few gray hairs his reverend temples crownM, 
'Twas very want that fold them for two pound. 
What ! even deny'd a cordial at his end, 
Banifh'd the Doftor, and expell'd the friend ? 130 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad. 
Yet numbers feel» the waat gf what he had ! 

Cutler 
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Cutler and Brutus^ dying, both exclaim, 

i* Virtue ! and Wealtli ! what are ye but a name ! '* 

Say, for fuch worth are other worlds prepared ? 335 
Or are they both, in this, their own reward ? 
A knotty point ! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tirM — I'll tell a ule— B. Agreed. 

P. Where London^s column, pointing at the ikies 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies ^ 3^0 

There dwelt a Citizen of fober fame, 
A plain good man, and Balaam was his name ; 
Religious, punftual, frugal, and fo forth 5 
His word would pafs for more than he was worth. 
One folid difh his week-day meal affords, 345 

An added pudding folemnizM the Lord's : 
Conftant at Church, and Change ; his gains were fure. 
His givings rare, favc farthings to the poor. 

The Devil was piquM fuch faintfliip to behold. 
And longed to tempt him, like good Job of old : 350 
But Satan now is wifer than of yore, 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Rouz^d by tiie Prince of Air, the whirlwinds fweep 
The furge, and plunge his Father in the deep ; 
Then full againft his Comifh lands they roar, 355 

And two rich fhipwrecks blefs the lucky ihore. 

Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 
He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes : 

" Live 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. 337. In the former Editions, 
That knotty point, my Lord, (hall I d\fcMC%» 
Or tell a tale ?— A TaJe— It follow* tivu%* 
K % 
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« Live like yourfelf/' was foon ray Lady''* word 5 

And lo t two puddings fmoak'd upon the board** 36 

Aileep'and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeft faftor ftole a Gem away : 
He pledg'd it to the knight, the knight had wit, 
So kept the Diamond, and die rogue was bit. 
Some fcnipllf rofe, but thus he cd^'d his thought, j6 
^. VU now give fixpence where I gave a groat 5 
** Where once I went to church, I'll now go twice— 
'* And am fo clear too of all other vice." 

The Tempter faw his time 5 the work he plyM i 
Stocks and Subfcriptions pour on every fide, 3 

Till all the Daemon makes his full defcent 
In one abundant (hower of Cent per Cent, 
Sink^ deep within him, and poffefles whole, 
Then dubs Director, and feeures his fouh- 

Behold Sir Balaam now a man of fpirit, 37 

Afcribes his gcttings to his parts and merit ; 
What late he callM a Bleffing, now was Wit, 
And God*s good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 
His Compting-houfe employed the Sunday-mom i 3S 
Seldom at Church, ('twas fuch a bufy life) 
But duly fent his family and wife. 
There (fo the Devil ordain'd) one Chriflmas-tide 
My good old Lady catchM a cold, and dyM. 

A Nymph of Quality admires our Knight ; 38 

He marries, bows at Couit, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to pleafe the Fair) 
The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : 

¥\sfl 
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Firft> for his Son a gay Commiflion buys. 

Who dijnks^ whores, fights, and in a dud' dies : 990 

ffis Daughter flaunts a Vifcount's tawdry wife j 

She hears a jCoronet and P— x for. life. « 

In Britain^s Senate he a feat obtains, 

And one more Penfioner St. Stephen g^ins. 

My Lady falls to play : fo bad her chance, 395 

He muft repair it; takes a bribe from Francie^ 

ThtHoufe impeach him, Coningfby harangues; 

T^ Court forfake him, and Sir Balaam hangs ; 

Wife, fon, and daughter, Satan ! are thy own. 

His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown : 400 

The Devil and the King divide the prize. 

And fad Sir Balaam curfes God and dies. 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE IV. 

T O 

Richard Boyle, Earl of Burlington, 

ARGUMENT. 
Of the Ufe of Riches. 

THE Vanity of Expence in People of Wealth and 
Quality. The abufe of the word Tafte, ver. 13. 
That the firft principle and foundation in this, as in 
every thing elfe, is Good Senfe, ver. 40. The chief 
proof of it is to follow Nature, even in works of mere 
Luxury and Elegance. Inftanced in Architefture 
and Gardening, where all muft be adapted to the Ge- 
nius and Ufe of the Place, and the Beauties not forced 
into it, but refulting from it, ver. 50. How men are 
difappointed in their moft expenfive undertakings, for 
want of this true Foimdation, without which nothing 
can pleafe long, if at all ; and the beft Examples and 
Rules will be but perverted into fomething burden- 
fome and ridiculous, ver. 65, &c. to 92. A dcfcrip- 
tion of the falfe Tafte of Magnificence 5 the firft grand 
error of which is, to imagine that Greatnefs confifts in 
the Size and Dimenfion, inftead of the Propoition and 

Harmony of the whole, ver, ^7, ^ivd tVv^fecond, either 
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in joining together Parts incoherent, or too minutely 
refembling, or in the Repetition of the fame too fre- 
quently, ver. 105, &<u A word or two of falfe Taftc 
in Books, in Mufic, in Painting, even in Preaching 
and Pra3rer, and lafUy in Entertainments, ver. 133, 
&c. Yet Providence is juftified in giving Wealth 
to be fquandered in this manner, fmce it is difperfed 
to the Poor and Laborious part of mankind, ver. 169. 
[recurring to what is laid down in the firft Book» 
£p. ii. and in the Epiftle preceding this, ver. 159, &c.] 
What are the proper Objects of Magnificence, and a 
proper field for the Expence of Great Men, ver. 177, 
&c. and finally the Great and Public Works which 
become a Prince, ver. 191, to the end. 
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EPISTLE IV. 

THE extremes of Avarice and Profufion being treated 
of in the foregoing EpiHile ; this takes up one paiticu- 
lar branch of the latter, the Vanity of Expence in 
people of wealth and quality ; and is therefore a co- 
rollary to the preceding, juft as the epiftle on the Cha- 
rafters of Wonien is to that of the Knowledge and 
Charafters of Men. It is equally remarkable for cx- 
adnefs of method with the red. But the nature of the 
fubje£l, which is lefs philofophical, makes it capable 
of being analyzed in a much narrower corapafs. 

^'Tp I S ftrangc, the Mifer (hould his Cpres employ 

-*- To gain thofe riches he can ne'er enjoy : 
Is it lefs ftrange, the Prodigal (hould wafte 
His wealth, to purchafe what he ne'er can tafte ? 
Not for himfelf he fees, or hears, or eats ; 5 

Artifts muft chufe his Piftures, Mufic, Meats : 
He buys for Topham Drawings and Defigns ; 
For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coins j 
Rare monkifh Manufcripts for Hcarne alone, 
And Books for Mead, and Butterflies for Sloanet 10 
Think we all thefe are for himfelf ? no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas ! or finer Whore. 

For what has Viiro painted, built, and planted ? 
Only to ftiew, how many taftes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Vifto's ill-got wealth to wafte ? 15 
Some Daemon whifper'd, *« Viilo I have a Tafte.** 

Heaven 
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Heaven vifits with a Tafte the wealthy Fool, - * * 

And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule. 

See ! fportive Fate, to punifh aukward pride. 

Bids Bubo build, and fends him fuch a Guide : ao 

A ftanding fermon, at each year''s expence. 

That never Coxcomb reached magnificence ! 

You Ihow us, Rome was glorious, not profufe, 
And pompous buildings once were thi/igs of Ufe. 
Yet (hall (my Lord) your juft,.your noble*i*ules 15 

Fill half the land with imitating Fools .; • 

Who random drawings from your fhects (hall take. 

And of one l?eauty many blunders majte j . 

I^ad fome vain Church with old Theatric ftate, 

Tiirn Arts of triumph to a Garden-gate ; , . 3^ 

Reverie your ornaments, and hang them all ' - . 

On fome patched dog-hole ek'd with ends of wall ) 

Then clap four flices of Pilafter on't, 

That, lacM with bits of ruftic, makes a Front. 

Shall call the winds thiough long arcades to roar, 35 

Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door ; 

Confcious they aft a true Palladian part. 

And if they ftarve, they ftarvc by niles of art. 

Oft have you hinted to your brother Peer, 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear : 4© 

Some- 

VARIATION. 

After vcr. ai. in the MS. 
Muft Bifhops, Lawyers, Statefmen, have the fldlf 
To build, to plant, judge paintings, what you will ? 
Then why not Kent as well our treaties di-aw^ 
Biidgman explain the Gofpely Gibbs the Law \ 
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Something there is more needful than Expence^ 
And fomething previous ev'n to Tafte — 'tis Senfe t 
Good Senfe, which only is the gift of Heaven, 
And, though no Science, fairly worth the feven : 
A Light, which in yourfelf you muft perceive j 4< 

Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend. 
To rear the Column, or the arch to bend. 
To fwell the Terras, or to fink the Grot j 
In all, let Nature never be forgot. 5< 

But treat the Goddefs like a modeft fail*. 
Nor over-drefs, nor leave her wholly bare ; 
Let not each beauty every where be fpy'd. 
Where half tlie (kill is decently to hide. 
He gains all points, who pleafmgly confounds, 5< 

Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds. 

Confult the Genius of the Place in all 5 
That tells the Waters or to rife, or fall ; 
Or helps th' ambitious Hill the heavens to fcale. 
Or fcoops in circling theatres the Vale 5 6c 

Calls-in the country, catches opening glades, 
Joins willing woods, and varies ihades from (hades ; 
Now breaks, or now direfts th' intending Lines 5 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, defigns. 

Still follow Senfe, of every Art the Soul, 6. 

Parts anfwering parts (hall (lide into a whole. 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance. 
Start ev'n from Difficulty, ftrike from Chance ; 
Nature (hall join you 5 Time (hall make it grow 
A Work to wonder at— ptiVia^s a Stow. 7< 
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Without it, proud Vcrfailles ! thy glory falls: ' 

And Nero's Terraces defert their walls : 
Thevaft Parterres a thoufand hands (hall make, 
Lo! Cobham comes, and floats tliem with a Lake: 
Or cut wide views through mountains to the Plain, 75 
You'll wifh your hill or fhelter'd feat again. 
£v'n in an ornament its place remark, 
Nor in an Hermitage fet Dr. Clarke. 
Behold Villario's ten years toil complete ; 
His Quincunx darkens, his Efpaliers meet; 80 

The wood fupports the Plain, the parts unite. 
And ftrength of Shade contends with ftrength of Light j 
A waving Glow the bloomy beds difplay, 
Blufliing in bright divei*fities of day, 
With filver-quivering rills maeander'd o'er— 85 

Enjoy them, you J Villario can no more 5 
Tir'd of the fcenc Parterres and Fountains yield. 
He finds at laft he better likes a Field. 
Through his young Woods how pleasM Sabinus ftray'd. 
Or fate delighted in the thickening fhade, 90 

With annual joy the reddening fhoots to greet. 
Or fee the fhretching branches long to meet I 
His Son's fine Tafte an opener Villa loves. 
Foe to the Dryads of his Father's groves 5 
One boundlefs Green, or flourifh'd Carpet views, 95 
With all the mournful family of Yews : 
The thriving plants ignoble broomfticks made, 
Now fweep thofe Alleys they were born to fhade. 

AtTimon's Villa let us pafs a day, 
Where all cry out, « What fumt art throym vw«^ V 
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So proud j fo giand } of that ftupendous aijr. 

Soft and Agreeable come never there. 

Greatnefs, with Timon, dwells in fuch a draught 

As bxings all Brobdingnag before your thought. 

To compafs this, his Building is a Town, i« 

His pond an Ocean, his parterre a Down : 

Who but muft laugh, the Mafter when he fees, 

A puny infeft, Ihivering at a breeze ! 

Lo, what huge heaps of littlenefs around ! 

The whole, a labour'd Quarry above ground, i^ 

Two Cupids fquirt before : a Lake behind 

Improves the kecnnefs of the Northern wind. 

His Gai'dens next your admiration call. 

On evciy fide you look, behold the Wall ! 

N« pleafing Intricacies intervene, i 

No artful Wildnefs to pei-plex the fcene 5 

Grove nods at grove, each Alley has a brother. 

And half the platform juft reflefts the other. 

The fuffering eye inverted Nature fees, 

Tfees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees; J 

With here a Fountain, never to be play'd ; 

y^nd there a.Summer-houfe that knows no (hade; 

Here Amphitrite fails through myrtle bowers ; 

There Gladiators nght, or die in flowers ; 

Unwater'd fee the drooping fea-horfe mourn. 

And fwallows rooft in Nilus' dufty Urn. 

My Lord advances with majeftic mien, 
Smit with the mighty pleafure to be feen : 
But foft^by regular approach — not yet— 
Fjfft through the length of yon hot Teirace fweat ; 
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up ten ftecp flopcs you've di agg'd your thighs^ 

Study-door he'll blefs your eyes. 

ly ! with what Authors is it ftor'd? 

not Authors, curious is my Lord ; 

r dated backs he turns yoU round ; 1-5 

iS printed, thofe Du Sueil has bound. 

re Vellom, and the reft as good 

LordOiip knows, but they are Wood. 

or Milton, *tis in vain to look, 

'cs admit not any modem book. 140 

V the Chapel's filver bell you hear, 

ions you to all the Pride of Prayer: 

:s of Mufic, broken and uneven. • 

bul dance upon a jig to Heaven. 

Cielings you devoutly ftare, 145 

iwl the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 

louds in fair expanfion lie, i. . 

all Pai'adife before youi* eye. ■ J: : • 
; Cufhion and foft Dean. invite, 

mentions Hell to ears polite. ., 1 50 

. ! the chiming Clocks to dinner call j 

footfteps fcrape the marble Hall : 
uifct well-colour'd Serpents grace, 
g Tritons fpew to wafti your face# 
iner? this a genial room ? 155 

Temple, and a Hecatomb* 
Jacrifice perform 'd in ftate, 
by meafure, and to minutes eat. 
tires each flying courfe, you' d fwear 
cad Do^or and his Wand were there* i€o 
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Between each A£l the trembling falvers ringy 
From foup to fweet-wine, and God blefs the King. 
In plenty ftarving, tantalized in ftate, 
And complaifantly helpM to all I hate^ 
Treated, cai'efs'd, and tir'd, I take my leave. 
Sick of his civil pride from mom to eve ; 
I curfe fuch laviih coft, and little ikill. 
And fwear no day was ever paft fo ill. 

Yet hence the Poor are cloath*d, the Hungry fed 
Health to himfelf, and to his infants bread. 
The Labourer bears : What his hard Heart denies 
His charitable Vanity Aij^lies. 

Another age ihall fee the golden Ear 
Imbrown the Slope, and nod on the Parterre, 
Deep Harveft bury all his pride has plannM, 
And laughing Ceres reaffume the land. 

Wlio then fhall grace, or who improve the Soil i 
Who plants like Bathurft, or who builds like Boy 
'Tis Ufe alone that fanftifies Expence, 
And Splendor borrows all her rays from Senfe. 

His Father's Acres who enjoys in peace. 
Or makes his Neigbours glad, if he increafe : 
Whofe chearful Tenants blefs their yearly toil. 
Yet to their Lord owe more than to the foil 5 
Whofe ample Lawns are not afliam'd to feed 
The milky heifer and deferving fteed j 
Whofe rifmg forefts, not for pride or fhow. 
But future Buildings, future Navies, grow : 
Let his plantations ftretch from down to down, 
FMIhadc a Country, and then raife a Town. 
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You too proceed ! make falb'ng Arts your care, 
Ereft new wonders, and the old repair $ 
Jones and Palladio to themfelves reftorc, 
And be wl\ate'er Vitruvius was before : 
Till Kings call forth th* Ideas of your minJ, 19^ 

(Proud to accomplifh what fuch hands defignM) 
Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend, 
Bid Temples, worthier of the God, afcend ; 
Bid die broad Arch the dangerous flood contain^ 
Tlie Mole projefled break the roaring Main j 200 

Back to his boimds their fubje£l Tea command. 
And roll obedient Rivers through the Land ; 
Tbeie Honours, Peace to Happy Britain brings, 
'Tbde are Imperial Works, and worthy Kings* 
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TO MR. ADDISON, 
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Occafioncd by his Dialogues on Medals. 

THIS^ was originally written in the y^ 171 5> when 
0^|4r. Addifon intended to publlfh his book of Medals; 
it^was fome time before he was Secretary of State; 
. bife. not publiftied till Mr. TickelPs Edition of his 
woijl^^at which time the verfes on Mr. CraggSt 
whicl^foocliide the poem^ were added, viz. in 17*0. 
As the third tpiftle treated of the extremes of Ava- 
rice and Profufion ; and the fourth took up oncpar- 
ticular branch of the latter, namely, the Vaifijrof 
Expence in people of health and quality, and wa« 
therefore a corollaiy to the third j fo this treats of one 
circumftance of that Vanity, as it appears in the com-' 
mon colleftors of old coins : and isj therefore, a co* 
roUary to the fourth. 

O E E the wild Wafte of all-devouring years ! 
How Rome her own fad fepulchre appears. 
With nodding arches broken temples fpread ! 
The veiy Tombs now vanifti'd like their dead ; 
Imperial wonders rais'd on Nations fpoil'd, * 

Where mixM with Slaves the groaning Martyr toil'd 
Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Woods, 
Now drain'd a diftant country of her Floods : 
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Fanes, which admiring Gods with pride furvcy, 
Sbitues of Men^ fcarce lefs alive than they ! 10 

Some felt the filent ftroke of moiddering age. 
Some hoftile fury, fome religious rage. 
Barbarian blindnefs, Chriftian zeal conipire, 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

(trhaps, by its own ruins fav'd from flame. 1 5 

S<»ne\>ury*d maible half pi*eferves a name; 

That Name the LearnM with fierce difputes purfue, 

And give to Titus old Vefpafian's due. 
Ambition figh'd : (he found it vain to tnift 

"the feithlefs Column and the crumbling Buft : 20 

Huge moles, whofe ihadow ih-etch*d from (hore to (hore, 

Thdr ruins periih'd, and their place no more ! 

Convinc'd, flie now contrafts her vaft defign, 

Anj all her Triumphs (hrink into a Coin. 

Ananwy orb each crouded conqueft keeps, 25 

Beneath her Palm here fad Judea weeps. 

Now fcantier limits the proud Arch confine. 

And fcarce are feen the proftrate Nile or Rhine ; 

A fmall Euphrates through the piece is roird. 

And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 30 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 

Through climes and ages bears each form and name t 
In one fliort view fubje^led to our eye 
Gods, Emperors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 
With iharpenM fight pale Antiquaries pore, 35 

Th' infcription value, but the rufl adore. 
This the blue vamifh, that the gieen endears, 
The facred ruft of twice ten hundred ye*n\ 
VVL. II. L T<* 
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To gain Pcfcenoius one employs his Schemes^ 
One grafps a Cecrops in extadc di'eams. 
Poor Vadius, long with learned fpleen devoured. 
Can tafte no pleafure fince his Shield was fcoui'M : 
And Curio, reftlefs by the Fair-one's fide. 
Sighs for an Otho, and negled'ls his bride. 

Their's is the Vanity, the Learning thine : 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories (hine : 
Her Gods and godlike Heroes rife to view, 
And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 
Nor blufh, thefe ftudies they regard engage i 
Thefe pleased the fathers of poetic rage : 
The verfe and fculptiire bore an equal part. 
And Art reflefled images to Art. 

Oh, when (hall Britain, confcious of her claim,. 
Stand emulous of Gi-eek and Roman fame ? 
In living medals fee her wars enrolled. 

And vanquiihM realms fupply recoixling gold ? 
Here, rifing bold, the Patriot's honeft face j 

There, Warriors frowning in hiftoric brafs : 

Then future ages with delight (hall fee 

How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree j i 

Or in fair feries laurel'd Bards be (hown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addifon. 

Then (hall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 

On the caft ore, another Pollio, (hine 5 

With afpcft open (hall ereft his head, i 

And round the orb in lading notes be read, 

" Statefman, yet friend to Truth ! of foul (incere, 
'^ In a6hiott faithful) aud la honour clear j 
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" Who broke no promife, ferved no private end, 

** Who gainM no title, and who loft no friend j 70 

" Ennobled by himfelf, by all approv'd, 

" And prais'd, unenvyM, by the Mufe he lov'd." 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
TO 

The firft PuWicadon of this Epiftle. 

HIS paper is a fort of bill of complaint, begun^ 
many years fmce, and drawn up by fnatches, a» 
the feveral occafions offered. I had no thoughts of 
publifhing it, till it pleafed fome perfons of Rank and 
Fortune [the Authors of Verfes to the Imitator of Ho- 
race, and of an Epiftle to a Do6lor of Divinity from a 
Nobleman at Hampton-Court] to attack, in a very 
extraordinary manner, not only my Writings (of 
which, being public, the Publick is judge) but my Pcr- 
fon, Morals, and Family, whereof, to thofe who 
know me not, a truer information may be requifite. 
Being divided between the neceflity to fay fomething 
of myfelf, and my own lazinefs to undertake fo auk- 
ward a tafk, I thought it the fliorteft way to put the 
M: hand to this EpifUe, If it have any thing pleafing, 

k 
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ttwill!>e that by which I am moft deiirous to pleafe, 
tile Truth and the Sentiment ; and if any thing offen- 
in, it will be only to thofe I am leaft forry to offend, 
tile vicious or the ungenerous. 

Many will know their own piflures in it, there 
being not a circumftance but what is true : but I have, 
for the moft part, fpared their Names ; and they may 
efbpe being laughed at, if they pleafe. 

I would have fome of them know, it was owing to 
die requeft of the learned and candid Friend to whom 
it is infcribed, that I make not as free Ufe of theirs as 
tbey have done of mine. However, I (hall have this 
advantage, and honour, on my fide, that whei-eas, by 
their proceeding, any abufe may be dire^ed at any 
man, no injury can poffibly be done by mine, fince a 
namelefs Chara£ler can never be found out, but by its 
truth and likenefs. 



P. OHUT, fliut the door, good John ! fatigued I iaid, 

^ Tye up the knocker, iay I'm fick, Tm dead. 
The I>og-ftar rages ! nay, '*tis paft a doubt. 
All Bedlam, or PamafTus, is let out : 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 5 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

What walls can guard me, or what (hades can hide ? 
They pierce my thickets, through my Grot they glide. 
By land, by water, they renew the charge. 
They ftop the chariot, and they board the barge. 10 
No place is (acred, not the Church is free, 
Sv*ji Sunday fhincs no Sabbath-day to me ^ 

L 3 TVcxi 
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Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme^ 
Happy ! to catch me, juft at Dinner-time. 

Is there aParfon, much bemusM in beer, 15. 

A maucllin Poetefs, a rhyming Peer, • 

A Clerk, foredoom'd his father's foul to crofs. 
Who pens a Stanza, when he fliould engrofs ? 
Is thei-e, who, lock'd from ink and paper, fcrawU 
With defperate charcoal round his darkened walls ? 20 
All fly to Twifnam, and in humble drain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whofe giddy fon neglefts the Laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the caufe : 
Poor CoiTius fees his frantic wife elope, ^5 

And curfes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my Life ! (which did not you prolong. 
The world had wanted many an idle fong) 
What Drop or Noftiiim can this plague remove ? 
Or which muft end me, a Fool's wrath or love ? 30 
A dire dilemma ! either way I'm fped 5 
If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 
Seiz'd and ty'd down to judge, how wretched 1 1 
Who can't be filent, and who will not lie : 

To 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 20. in the MS. ^ 

Is there a Bard in durance ? turn them fr^e, 
With all their brandifh'd reams they run to me : 
Is there a 'Prentice, having feen two plays, 
Who would do fomething m his Sempftrefs' praife— 

Ver. 29. in the ift Ed. 
Dear Do6lor, tell me, U not \lV\^ 2l c^rfe ? 
Say, is their anger, or tlb«vi iiv^ti^toj 'wwfe.'^ 
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To laugh, were want of goodnefs and of grace, 35 

And to be grave, exceeds all Power of face. 

I fit with fad civility, I read 

With honeft anguifh, and an aching head j 

And drop at lail, but in unwilling ears, 

This faying counfel, ** Keep your piece nine years/* 40 

Nine years ! cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
Luird by foft Zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger, and requeft of fiiends : 
** The piece, you think, is incorreft ? why take it, 45 
" I'm all fubmiflion, what you'd have it, make it." 

Three things another's modeft wiAies bound. 
My Friend/hip, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon fends to me : '* You know his Grace : 
" I want a Patron 5 aflc him for a Place." 50 

Ktholeon libel'd me—" but here's a letter 
" Informs you. Sir, 'twas when he knew no better. 
" Dare you refufe him ? Curll invites to dine, 
" He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine." 

Blefs me ! a packet.—" 'Tis a ftranger fues, 55 

*' A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Mufe." 
If I criflike it, " Furies, death and rage '/' 
If I approve^ " Commend it to the Stage." 



There 



VARIATION. 

Vcr. 53. in the MS. 

If you refufe, he goes, as fates incline. 
To plague Sir Robeit, or to turn Divine, 
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There (thank my ftai's) my whole commiflion ends. 

The players and I zn, luckily, no friends. 6q 

FirM that the houfe rejeft him, " *Sdeath I*U print it, 

" And ihame the fools— Your intereft, Sir, with Lintpt^** 

Lintot, dull rogue ! will think your price too much : 

'* Not, Sir, if you revife it, and retouch." 

All my demurs but double his attacks : 6$ 

At laft he whifpers, " Do j and we go fnacks/* 

Glad of a quan-el, ftrait I clap the door, 

** Sir, let me fee your works and you no more." 

*Tis fung, when Midas* ears began to fpring, 
(Midas, a iacred perfon and a King) jq 

His very Minifter, who fpy'd them firft, 
(Some fay his Queen) was forcM to fpeak, or burft. 
And is not mine, my friendj^ a forer cafe. 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 
A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in dangerous thuigs, . 
I*d never name Queens, Minifters, or Kings ; 
Keep clofe to Ears, and thofe let afles piick, 
'Tis nothing^-rP. Nothing ? if they bite and kick I 
Out with it, Dunciad ! let the fecret pafs. 
That fecret to each fool, that he^s an Afs : So 

The truth once told (and wherefore (hould we lie })l 
The Queen of Midas flept, and fo may I. 

You think this ^ruel ? Take it for a rule. 
No creature fmarts fo little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! round thee break, 85 
Thou unconcem*d canft hear the mighty crack : 

Pit, 

VARIATION. 

Ver, 60, in th% former Ed. 
Cibber and I are luckily no fmtid%» 
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Pity bozy and gallery, in convnliione hurrdy 

Thou ftand'ft imihook ainidft a bui-fting world. 

Who (hames a Scribler ? Break one cobweb througfa^ 

He ipins the flight, felf-pleafing thread anew : 9* 

Deftroy his fib or fophiftry, in vain. 

The creature 's at his dirty work again, 

Thron'd on the centre of his thin defigns. 

Proud of a vail extent of flimzy lines I 

Whom have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95 

Loft the archM eyebrow, or Pamaffian fnecr? 

And has not Colly (till his lord, and whore ? 

His butchers Henley, his free-mafons Moor? 

Does not one table Bavins ftill admit ? 

Still to one Bifliop Philips feem a wit ? lo* 

Still Sappho— A. Hold j for God's fake^youUl offend. 

No names— be calm — learn prudence of a friend : 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall j 

But foes like thefe-i>rP. One Flatterer's worfe than all. 

Qf all mad creatures, if the leam*d are right, 105 

It is the flaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 

Alas I *tis ten times worfe when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroic profe. 
And ridicules bejrond a hundi-ed foes : xi« 

One from all Grubftreet will my fame defend. 
And, more abufive, calls himfelf my friend. 

This 

VARIATION. 

Ver. III. in the MS. 
For fon^, for filence fome expeft a bribe : 
And others roar aloud, « Suofcribe, fubfcnbtV** 
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This prints ray Letters, that expefts a bribe. 
And others roar aloud, " Subfcribe,' ftrbfcribe !*^ 

ThciTfl are, who to my perfon pay their court : 115 
1 cough like Horace, and, though lean, am ihort. 
Ammon's great fon one fhoulder had too high, 
Such Ovid's nofe, and, " Sir! you have an Eye!''— 
Go on, obliging oreattires, make me fee 
All that difgi-ac'd my Betters, met in me. %%• 

Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 
" Juft fo imraoital Maro held his head j'* 
And when I die, be fure you let me know 
Great Homer dy*d three thoufand years ago. 

Why did I write ? what fin to me unknown 11^ 
Pipt me in ink, my parents^ or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fbol to fame, 
I lifp'd in numbers, for the numbers came* 
I left no calling for this idle trade. 
No duty broke, no father difobeyVl:' 130 

The 

VARIATIONS. 

Time, praife, or money, is the leaft Aey crave j 
Yet each d^lares the other fool or knave. 

After ver. 124. in the MS. 

3lit, friend, this (hapei which You and Curll « admire'. 
Came not from Ammon's fon, but firom my Sire *> : 
And for my head, if you'll the truth excufe, 
I had it from my Mother ^, not the Mufe. 
Happy, if he, in whom thefe frailties join'd. 
Had heir'd as well the virtues of the mind. 

a Curll fet u^ his head for a fign. 
b HhFathdr was crooked. 
^ Nj's Mother was much 3LffiLi51tdyj\xV\vKaAa.Oo.^, 
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le Mufe but ferv'd to eafe fome friend, not Wife^ 
3 help me through this long difeafcy my Life, 
o (econd, Arbuthnot ! thy Art and Care, 
jid teach, the Being you pi-eferv'd to bear. 
But why then publifli ? Granville the polite, 235 
^d knowing Walih, would tell me I could write | 
^ell-naturM Garth inflamM with early praife. 
And Congreve lovM, and Swift endur'd my hiys| 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 
£▼*& mitred Rochefter would nod the head, i^ 

And St. John^s felf (great Dryden^s friends before) 
With open arms received one Poet more* 
Happy my ftudies, when by thefe approved I 
Happier their Author, ^en by thefe beloT'd \ 
From thefe the world will judge of men and books, 145 
Not from the Bumets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 

Soft were my numbers : who could take offence 
While pure Defcription held the place of Senfe ? 
Like gentle Fanny^s was my flowery theme, 
A painted miftrefs, or a purling ftream. 2 50 

Yet then did Gildon di*aw his venal quill j 
I wiihM the man a dinner, and fate flill. 
Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret j. 
I never anfwerM, I was not in debt. 
If want provok'd, or madnefs made them print, 1 / 
I wagM no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did fome more fobcr Ciitic come abroad j 
If wrong, I fmird ; if right, I kifs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ftudy, are their juft pretence, 
And all they vtrant is fpirit, taile, and fenie. 
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Commas and points they fet exa5lly right. 

And 'twere a fin to rob them of their mite. 

Yet ne'er one fprig of laurel grac'd thcfe ribalds. 

From flaihing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds : 

Each wight, who reads not, and but fcans and fpells. 

Each Word -catcher, that lives on fyllables, 

Ev^ fuch fmall Critics fome regard may claim, 

Prefenr'd'in Milton's or in Shakefpeare's name. 

Pretty ! in amber to obferve the forms 

Of hairs, or ftraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms ! 17© 

The things we know are neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry : I excus*d them too$ 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find 5 175 

But each man's fecret ftandard in his mind, 
That Cafting-weight pride adds to emptinefs. 
This, who can gratify ? for who can guefs ? 
The Bard whom pilfer'd Paftorals renown. 
Who tuiTis a Perfian tale for half a crown, iSo 

Juft writes to make his barrennefs appear. 
And drains from hard-bound brains, eight lines a year; 
He, who, ftill wanting, though he lives on theft. 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left : 
And He, who, now to fenfe, now nonfenfe leaning, 185 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning t 
And He, whofe fuftian's fo fublimely bad. 
It is not poetry, but profe run mad : 
All thefe, my modeft Satii*e bad tranflate. 
And own'd that nine fuch Poets itade a Tate. 190 
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How did they fume^ and ftamp, and roar, and chafe ! 
Ajid fwear, not Addifon himfelf was iafe. 

Peace to all fuch t but were there one whofe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame infpii-es ; 
ftleft with each talent and each art to pleafe, 195 

fVnd bom to write, converfe, and live with eafe : 
ihould fuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
iear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
iTiew^ him with fcornful, yet witli jealous eyes, 
^d hate for aits that caus*d himfelf to rife ^ zoo 

Damn with faint praife, afifent with civil leer, 
And, withotlt fneering, teach the reft to fneer ^ 
IVilling to wound, and yet afraid to ftrike, 
Juft lunt a fault, and hefitate diHike j 
Alike refervM to blame, or to commend, 195 

A. timorous foe, and a fufpicious friend ; 
Dreading ev^n fools, by Flatterers belicg'dj 
Ajad fo obliging, that he ne'er obligM ; 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws. 
And fit attentive to his own applaufe ; siq 

While Wits and Templars every fentence raife. 
And wonder with a fooliih face of praife — 
Who but muft laugh, if fuch a man there be ) 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he \ 

What 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 208. in the MS. 
Who, if two Wits on rival themes conteft. 
Approves of each, but likes the worft the beft» 

Alluding to Mr. Pope's andTickell's Tranflation of tK« 
firftBookoftheJi/ad, 



^58 P O P E'S POEMS. 

What though my name ftood Fabric on the walls, 2x5 
Or plaifter'd pofts, with claps, in capitals ? 
Or fmoaking forth, a hundred hawkers load. 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 
I fought ;iio homage from the race that write; 
i-k€pt, like Afian Monarchs, from their fight : sic 
Poems I heeded (now berhym'd fo long) 
No more than thou, great George ! a birthday fong. 
I ne'er with wits or witlings pafs'd my days. 
To fpread about the itch of verfe and praife ; 
Nor, like a puppy, daggled through the town, 415 

To fetch and carry fing-fong up and down ; 
Nor at Rehearfals fweat, and mouth'd, and cry^d^ 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide j 
But, fick of fops, >nd poetry, and prate. 
To Bufo left the whole Caftalian ftate. 230 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill. 
Sate full-blown Bufo, pufF'd by every quill j 
Fed with foft Dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand and hand in fong. 
His Library (where bufts of Poets dead 235 

And a true Pindar ftood without a head) 
Received of wits an undiftinguifti'd race. 
Who firft his judgment afk*d, and then a place : 
Much they extoird his piftures, much his feat. 
And flattered every day, and fome days eat 5 240 

Till, 

VARIATION. 

After t«r. 234. in the MS. 
To Bards reciting he vouchfaf 'd a nod. 
And fnufE'd their incenfe \\kt a ^;rac\Q\x^ ^od* 
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Tilly grown more frugal in his riper days, 

He paid feme bards with port, and feme with praife^ 

To fbme a dry rehearfal was aflign'd. 

And others (harder ftill) he paid in kind. 

Dryden alone (what wonder ?) came not nigh, 145 

Dryden alone efcap'd this judging eye t 

But ftill the Great have kindnei? in refervey 

He helped to bury whom he faelp'd to ftarve. 

May fome choice patron blefs each grey goofe 
quill! 
May every Bavius have his Bufo ftill ! 150 

So when a Statefman wants a day's defence. 
Or Envy holds a whole week's war with Senfe, 
Or fmiple pride for flattery makes demands, 
M^y dunce by dunce be whiftled off my hands ! 
Bleft be the Great 1 for thofe they take away, t^^ 

And thofe they Irft ml ; for they left me Gay t 
Left me to fee negle£ied Genius blooni» 
Neglefled die, and tell it on his tomb : 
Of all thy blamelefs life the fole return 
My Verfe, and Queenfbeny weeping o'er thy urn ! 2€o 

Oh let me live my own, and die fo too ! 
(To live and die is all I have to do :) 
Maintain a Poet's dignity and eafe, 
And lee what friends, and read what books I pleafe : 
Aboi^e a Patron, though I condefcend 26$ 

Sometimes to call a Minifter my friend. 
I was not bom for Courts or great affairs : 
I pay my debts, believe, and fay my prayers j 

Can 
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Can detp widiout a Poem m my head. 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. 176 

Why am I aik'd what next fhall fee the light ? 
Heavens ! was I bom for nothing but to write i 
Has Life no joys for me f or (to be graf e) 
Have I no friend to ferve, no foUl to fave ? 
" I found him clofe with Swift — Indeed ? no doubt 
** (Cries prating Balbuir) fomething will come out." "* 
•Tis all in vain, deny it as I wiil. 
*« No, fuch a Genius never can lie ftill ;** 
And then for mine obligingly miftakes 
The firft Lampoon Sir Will or Bubo makes. %%d 

Poor guiltlefs I ! and can I chufe but fmile. 
When every Coxcomb knows me by my Style ? 

CM 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 270, in the MS. 

Friendships from youth I fought, and feek them fK)l i 
Fame, like the wind, may breathe where'er it will. 
The world I knew, but made it not my fchool^ 
And in a courfe of flattery liv'd no fool. 

After ver. 282. in the MS. 

P. What if I fing Auguftus, great and good ? 

A. You did fo lately, was it underftood ? 

Be nice no more, but, with a mouth profound^ 
As rumbling Dennis or a Norfolk hound j 
With George and Frederic roughen every verie» 
Then fmooth up all, and Caroline rehearfe. 

P. No— the high tafk to lift up Kings to Gods, 
Leave to Court fermons, and to oirth-day Odes* 
On themes like thefe, fuperior far to thine. 
Let laurerd Cibber and gieat Arnal ihine. 

Why 



)OUE TO THE SATIRES, x^t 

lie verfe, how well foe*cr it flow, 

to make one worthy man my Toe, 

! fcandal, Innocence a fear, 285 

i foft-ey'd Virgin fteal a Tear ! 

hurts a harmlefs neighbour's peace^ 
n Worth, or Beauty in diftrefs, 
a Lie, lame Slander helps about, 
t a Libel, or who copies out : 290 

whofe pride affef^s a patron^s name, 

wounds an author's honeft fame : 
our merit felfiflily approve, 
the fenfe of it without the love 5 
le vanity to call you friend, 295 

lie honour, injur'd, to defend ; 
0i^hate*er you think, whatever you fay, 

lie not, muft at leaft betray; 
i Dean and filver bell cin fwear, 
t Cannons what was never there j 300 

, but with a luft to mifapply, 
e a Lampoon, and Fiction Lie. 

mine no honeft man fhall dread, 
li babbling blockheads in his ftead. 
ustremble~A. What? that thing of filk. 
It mere white curd of Afs^s milk ? 
dfe, alas ! can Sporus feel ? 
» a butterfly upon a wheel ? 

P. Yet 

VARIATION. 

rite at all ?-— A. Yes, (ilence if you keep, 
iwn> the Court, the Wits^ the Dunces wee^, 

M 
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P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings^ 

This painted child of dirt, that (UdJls and dings- ^ i^ ' 

Whole buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Y^t wit ne'er taftes, and beauty ne'er enjoys v 

So well-bred fpaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 

Eternal fmiles his cmptinefs betray, 315 

As fliallow dreams run dimpling all the way.. 

Whether in floiid impotence he ipeaks. 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet fqueakji % 

Or at the eai: of Eve, familiar Toad, 

Ilalf froth, half venom, fpits himfelf abroad|> %3A 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies. 

Or fpite, or fmut, or rhymes, or blafphemies. 

His wit all fee-faw, between that and this,. > 

Now high, now low, now mailer up, now mifs, > 

And he himfelf one vije Antithefis. S>S. # 

Amphibious thing ! that, afting either part, 

Tfie ti'ifling head ! or the corrupted heart. 

Fop at the toilet, flatterer at the boaid. 

Now .trips a Ladj^, and now ftruts a Lord. 

Eve's tempter thus the Rabbins have exprcfl;, ^ja 

A Cherub's face, a reptile all the reft. 

Beauty that ihocks you, parts that none will tmft. 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the duiL 

Not Fortune's worfhiper, nor Faikioa^s fool^, 
Not Lucie's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 335 

Not proud, nor fervile ; be •ne Pott's Praifi, 
That^ if he pleaVd, be pieas'd by mwlf vniys a 

That. 
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ff even to Kings, he held a fhame, 

a Lie in verfe or proTe the fame^ 
i^ancy^s maze he wanderM long, 340 

b Truth, and moralized his fong t 
FanEie, but Virtue's better end, 
furious foe, the timid friend, 
T critic, half- approving wit, 
b hit, or fearing to be hit $ 345 

he lofs of friends he never had, 
; proud, the wicked, and the mad { 
hreats of vengeance on his head, 
ifelt, the tear he never flied $ 
iV'd, the lie fo oft o'erthrown, 350 

traih, and dulnefs not his own ; 
blackenM when the writings 'fcape, 
>erron, and the piAur'd fhape $ 
1 he lov'd, or lov'd him, fpread, 
ixile, or a father dead 5 355 

, that, to greatnefs ftill too near, 
vibrates on his Sovercign's ear— 
: thee, fair Virtue ! all the paft : 
• Virtue ! welcome ev'n the laft ! 
by infult the poor, affront the great ? 360 
s a knave, to me, in every ftate : 
3m, if he fucceed or fail, 
urt, or Japhet in a jail, 
:ribler, or a hireling peer, 
£ poft corrupt, or of the ihire j 365 

ry, or near a Throne, 
» or lofe hi 
M » X^ 
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Yet foft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit : 
This dreaded SatVift Dennis will confefs 370 

Foe to his pride, but friend to his diftrefs : 
So humble, he has knockM at Tibbald*s door. 
Has drunk wjth Cibber, nay has rhymM for Mow* 
Full ten years flanderM, did he once reply ? 
Three thoufand funs went down on Welfted's lie. 375 
To pleafe a Miftrefs one afpers'd l>is life ; 
He la(h*d him not, but let her be his wife : 
Let Budgcll charge low Grubftreet on his quill. 
And write whatever he pleasM, except his Will j 
Let the two Curlls of town and Court, abufe 3S0 

His father, mother, body, foul, and mufe. 
Yet why ? that Father held it for a rule, 
It was a fin to call our neighbour fool i 
That harmlefs Mother thought no wife a whore : 
Hear this, and fpare his family, James Moore ! 385 
Unfpotted names, and memorable long ! 
If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part (hed in Honour's caufe. 
While yet in Britain Honour had applaufc) 

Each 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. 36S. in the MS. 

Once, and but once, his heedlefs youth was bit. 
And lik'd that dangerous thing, a female wit$ 
Safe as he thought, though all the prudent chid $ 
He writ no Libels, but my Lady did : 
Great odds in amorous or poetic game, 
Where Woman's is the {m, a.TvdM^%^<haxa€. 
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Each parent fpning— A. What fortune^ pray?— P. 
Their own, 390 

And better got, than Beftia^s from the throne. 
Bom to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 
Nor marrying Difcord in a noble wife. 
Stranger to civil and religious rage. 
The good man walk'd innoxious through his age. 395 
No Cowls he faw, no fuits would ever try. 
Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lie. 
UnleamM, he knew no fchoolman's fubtile art. 
No language, but the language of the heart. 
By Nature honeft, by Experience wife, • 4^0 

Healthy by temperance, and by exercife j 
His life, though long, to ficknefs paft unknown. 
His death was inftant, and without a groan. 
O grant me thus to live, and thus to die ! 
Who fprung from Kings ihall know lefs joy than I. 

O Friend ! may each domeftic blifs be thine 1 
Be no unpleafing Melancholy mine so 
Me, let the tender office long engage^ 
To rock the cradle of repofmg Age, 
With lenient arts extend a Mother's breath, 410 

Make Languor fmile, and fmooth the bed of Death, 

Exploi*e 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 405. in the MS. 

And of myfelf, too, fomething muft I fay ? 
Take then this verfe, the trifle of a day. 
And if it live, it lives but to commend 
The man whofe heart has ne'er forgot a friend. 
Or head, an Author $ Critic, yet polite, 
And fiiead to Learn'tDg, yet too wiCt to yinXs. 
M 3 
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Explore die thought, ex{Jain. thfi aiking eye» 
Aad keq) a while one parent from the iky \ 
On cares like thefe if length of days attend. 
May Heaven, to blefs thofe days, prefenre my fwe 
Prefei-ve him focial, chearful, and ferene. 
And juft as rich as when he ferv'd a Queen. 
A* Whether that blefllng be deny'd or giireii. 
Thus far was right, the refl belof^gs to Heaven. 
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Advertifement. 

THE occafion of publifhing thefe Imitation« wa 
the Clamour raifed on fome of my Epiftles. A 
Anfwcr from Horace was both more full, and of moi 
Dignity, than any Lcould have made in my own pa 
fon; and the Example of much greater Freedom in i 
eminent u Divine as Dr. Donne, feemed a proof ^ 
what indignation and contempt a Chriftian may tre: 
Vice or Folly, in ever fo low, or ever fo high a Statioi 
Both thefe Authors were acceptable to the Princes an 
Miniftcifs ufider whon* they lived. The Satires of D 
Donne I verfified, at the defire of the Earl of Oxfoi 
while he was Lord Ti-eafurer, and of the Duke < 
Shrewfbury, who had been Secretary of State : ncith 
of whom looked upon a Satire on Vicious Courts j 
any Reflexion on thofe they ferved in. And indci 
there is not in the worjd a greater error, than th 
which Fools are fo apt to fall into, and Knaves wi 
good reafon to encourage, the miftaking a Satirift f 
a Libeller} whereas to a true Satirift nothing is 
odious as a Libeller, for the fame reafon as to a m: 
truly virtuous nothing is fo hateful as a Hypocrite. 

" Uni aecjuus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis," 



WHOEVE. 
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WHOEVER cxpeas a Paraphrafe of Horace, or a 
faithful Copy of his genius, or manner of writing, in 
thefe Imitations, will be much difappointed. Our 
Author ufes the Roman Pcet for little more than his 
canvas: And if the old defign or .colouring chance to 
iliit his purpofe, it is well j if not, he employs his own, 
without fcruple or ceremony. Hence it is, ne is fo fre- 
quently ferious where Horace is in jeft^ and at eaie 
where Horace is difturbed. In a word, he regulates 
his movements no further on his Original, than was 
neceflary for his Concurrence in promoting their com- 
.mon plan of Reformation of manners. 

Had it been his purpofe merely to paraphrafe an an-* 
cient Satirift, he had nardly made choice of Hoi-ace : 
with whom, as a Poet, he held little in common, be- 
fides a compi'ehenfive knowledge of life and manners, 
and a certain curious felicity of exprefTion, which coniifts 
in uiing the fimpleft language with dignity, and the moft 
ornamented, with cafe. For the reft, his harmony and 
ftrength of numbers, his force and Iplendor of colour- 
.inff, nis gravity and fublimity of fentiment, would have 
ramer led him to another model. Nor was his temper 
lefs unlike that of Horace, than his talents. What 
Horace would only fmile at, Mr. Pope would treat 
with the grave feverity of Perfius : and what Mr. Pope 
would ftrike with the cauftic lightning of Juvenal^ 
Horace woiild content himfelf in turning into ridicule. 

If it be aflced then, why he took any body at all to 
imitate, he has informed us in his Advertifement : To 
which we may add, that this fort of Imitations, which 
are of the nature of Parodies, adds reflected grace and 
fplendor on original wit. Befides, he deemed it more 
modeft to give the name of Imitations to his Satires, 
than, like Defpreaux, to give the name of Satires to 
Imitations. 
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B O O K II. S A T I R E I. 

To Mr. FORTESCUE. 

P, »nr HERE are (I fcarce can think it, but am told) 
•■' a There are, to whom my Satire feems too bold : 
Scarce to wife Peter complaifant enough. 
And fomcthing faid of Chaitres much too rough. 
" ^ The lines are weak, another's pleas'd to fay, 5 

Lord Fanny fpins a thoufand fuch a day. 
> Timorous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 
« I come to Council learned in the Law : 
You '11 give me, like a friend both fage and free, 
AdvicQ i and (as you ufe) without a Fee* 10 

F. * I'd write no more. 

P. Nat 

HORATIUS. TREBATIUS. 

HORATIUS. 
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'UNT quibus in Satira videar nimis acer, et ultra. 
Legem tendere opus ; ^ fine nervis altera, quidqoid 
Compofui, pars efie putat, iimilefque meorum 
Mille die verfus deduci pofTe. ^ Trebati, 
Ctuid faciam ? praefcribe. 

T *i Quiefcas. 

H. Nc faciam, inquis, 
Omnino verfus ? 

■ ■ - T. Aio. 
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P. Not write ? but then I think, 
e And for my foul I cannot ileep a wink. 
I nod in company^ I wake at night» 
JFooIs niih into my head, and fo I write. 

F. You could not do a worfe thing for your life. r$ 
Why, if the nights feem tedious-^-take a wife : 
f Or rather truly, if your point be reft. 
Lettuce and cowflip wine j " Probatum eft," 
Sut talk with Celfus, Celfus will advifb 
Hartihom, or fomethiUjg that (hall clofe your eye*. |» 
t Or, if you needs muil: write, write Caefar's Praife, 
b You ^11 ^n at leaft a Knighthood, or the Bays. 
P. What ? like. Sir ^ Kichard, rumbling, xyhi^, and 
fierce. 
With Arms and George and Brunfwick crowd ii» 

verfe. 
Rend with tremendous found your ears afunder, 25 
With Gun, Dr\im, Trumpet, Blunderbufs, and Thun- 
der? 

Or 

H. Peream male, fi non 
Optimum erat t ^ venim nequeo dormire. 

T. fTcrunai 
Tranfnanto Tiberim, fomno quibtis eft opus alto 5 
Irriguumve mero fub nofVem corpus habento. 
s Aut fi tantufi amor fcribendi te rapit, audc 
Caefaris invifti res dicere, ^ multa laborum 
Praetnia laturus. « 

H. Cupidum, Pater optime. Tires 
DeficiiMif ; ^ nequc eaim quivis horrettda. ^U% 
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Or nobly wild, with Budgeirs fire and force. 
Paint Angels trembling round his falling Horfe? 

F. k Then all your Mufe's fofter art difplay. 
Let Carolina fmooth the tuneful lay, 
Xull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And fweetly flow through all the Royal Line. 

P. * Alas ! few vci*fes touch their nicer ear j 
They fcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year 5 
And juftly C«far fcoms the Poet's lays, 
^t is to Hiftory he trufts for Prafie. 

F. m Better be Gibber, 1*11 maintain it ftill. 
Than ridicule all Tafte, blafphemc Quadrille, 
Abufe the City*s beft good men in metre, 
And laugh at Peers that put their truft in Peter. 
• Ev'n thofe you touch not, hate you. 

P. What fliould ail them ? 

F. A hundred fmart in Timon and in Balaam : 

1 



Agmina, nee fra6la pereuntes cufpide Gallos, 
Aut labentis equo defcribat vulnera Parthi. 

T. ^ Attamcn ct juftum poteras et fcribere forten 
Scipiadam ut fapiens Lucilius. 

H. Haud mihi deero, 
Cum res ipfa feret : ^ nifi dextro tempore, Flacci 
Verba per attentam non ibunt Caefaris aurem : 
Cui male fi palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. 
T. " Quanto^reftius hoc, quam trifti laedere vcrfii 
Pantolabum fcurram, Nomentanumve nepotem ? 
» Cum Gbi quifquc timet, c^wwac^^mt^VoSaSM^^ etc 
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The fewer ftill you name, you wound the more $ 

Bond is but one, but Harpax is a fcore. 
P. o Each mortal has his pleafure : none deny 45 

ScariHale his Bottle, Darty his Ham-pye $ 

Ridotta fips and dances, till ihe fee 

The doubling Lufti^es dance as faft as (he j 

P F — loves the Senate, Hockleyhole his brother, 

Like in all elfe, as one Egg to another. ^o 

91 love to pour out all myi'elf, as plain 

As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne : 

In them, as certain to be lov*d as feen. 

The Soul ftood foith, nor kept a thought within j 

In me what fpots (for fpots I have) appear, 55 

Will prove at leaft the Medium muft be clear. 

In this impartial glafs, my Mufc intends 

Fair to expofe myfelf, my foes, my friends j 

Publiih the prefcnt age $ but where my text 

Is Vice too high, referve it for the next : 60 

My foes (hall wi(h my life a longer date. 

And every friend the lefs lament my fate. 

My 

H. o Quid faciam ? faltat Milonius, ut femel ifto 
AcceiBt fervor capiti, numerufque lucemis. 
9 Caftor gaudet equis ; ovo prognatus eodem, 
Pugnit. quot capitum vivunt, totidem ftudiorum 
Millia. q me pedibus dele^at claudere verba, 
Lucili ritu, noftrdm melioris utroque. 
nie velut fidis arcana fodalibus olim 
Credebtft libris $ neque, fi male geflTerat, ufquam^ 
Dccunvnf alic^ uc^ue d bene; quo f\t> ut otDm% 
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My hea4 and heart thus flowing through my quill, 

' Vcrfeman or Pl-ofcman, term mfe which you will, 

PaJ)ift or Proteftant, or both between. 

Like good Ei-afilius in aft honeft mean. 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tones call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

• Satire's my weapon, but I 'm too difcreet 
'To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet ; 
« I only wear it in a land of Heftors, 
Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and Dire6lors. 
« Save but our army ! and let Jove incnift 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlafting ruft ! 
^'fcace is my dear delight — notFleui-y's more : 
But touch ine, and no minifter fo fore. 
Whoe'er offends, at fome unlucky time 
» Slides into verfe, and hitches-in a rhyme, 

Saci 

Votiva pateat veluti defcripta tabella 
Vita fenis. fequor hunc, ^ Lucanus an Appulus, ancep 
[Nam Vcnufinus arat finem fub utiiimque colonus, 
Mifliis ad hoc, pulfis (vetus eft ut fama) Sabellis } 
Quo ne per vacuum Romano incurreret hoftis ^ 
Sive quod Appula gens, feu quod Lucania bellum 
Incuteret violenta] ^ fed hie ftylus baud petet ultro 
Quemquam animantem, et me veluti cuftodiet ends 
Vagina te6his, quern cur deftringere coner, 
^ Tutus ab infeftis latronibus ? " O pater et rex 
Jupiter, ut pereat pofitum rubigine telum, 
Nee quiiquam noceat^ cupido mihi pacis ! at ille^ 
Qui me commorit, (meUu« tkon \.^iv^cs^^ ^Vasslq) 
^U^bit, et infignU-toU c^uuViVkli ^xt\)t« 
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Sacred to ridicule his whole life long; 

And the fad burthen of fome meny fong. 8« 

X Slander or Poiion di^ead from Delta's rage. 
Hard words or hanging, if your Judge be Page* 
From furious Sappho fcarce a milder fate^ 
P,-x*d by her love, or libel'd by her hate. 
• Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels $ t$ 

Bulls aim their horns, and AiTes lift their heels $ 
Tis a Beards talent not to kick, but hug ^ 
And no man wonders he *s not ftung by Pug. 
> So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat. 
They *11 never poifon you, they Ml only cheat. 9» 

^ Then, learned Sir ! (to cut the matter ihoift) 
Whate*er my fate, or well or ill at Couft, 
Whether Old age, with £aint but chearful ray^ 
Attends to gild the £vening of my day» 

7 Cervius iratus leges minitatur et umam ; 
Canidia Albuti, quibus eft iniroica, venenum { 
6(an^e malum Turius, fi quid fe judice certes : 
*ut, quo quifque valet, fufpe6los terreat, utque 
Ii%idret hoc Natura potens, fic coUige mecum. 
Bente l|ipiM, cornu taurus petit ; imde, niff intur 
Monftratum ^ > Scaevae vivacem crede nepoti 
Matrem ; nil faciet fceleris pia dextra (mirum ? 
Ut neque calce lupus quemquam, neque dente petit bt>s]? 
Sed mala toilet anum vitiato melle cicuta. 

^ Ne loligum faciam t feu me tranquilla'fene£lus 
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Or Death's black wing already be difylzfd^- ^$ 

To wrap me in>the univerfal (hade ; 

Whether the darkenM room to mufe ilivitey 

Or whiten'd wall provoke the ikewer to write t 

In durance, exile. Bedlam, or the Mint. 

^Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. lOO 

F. ^ Alas, young man ! your days can ne*er ht 
long. 
In flower of Age you perifli for a fong! 
Plums and Direftors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Will club their Teflrei-s, now, to take your life ! 

iP. c What ? arm*d for VirUie when I point the pen, 
Brand the bold front of ihamelefs guilty men i 
Daih the proud Gamefter in his gilded Car; 
Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her caufe, 
Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? no 
Could penfionM Boileau lafh in honeft ftrain 
Flatterers and Bigots ev"'n in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Fryar engage. 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 

And 

Dives, ^nops ; Romae, feu fors ita juflerit, exful ^ 
c Quifquis erit vitae, fcribam, color. 

T. d O puer, ut fis 
Vitalis metuo } et majorum ne quis amicus 
Frigore te feriat. 

H. e Quid ? cum eft Lucilius aufu* 
Primus in hunc operU comi^ucit c;»rcQ^^mQcem», 
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And I not f ftrip the gilding off a Knave, 115 

UnplacM, unpenfion'*d9 no man^s heir, or ilave ? 
I will, or periih in die generous caufe : 
Hear this, and tiemble 1 jrou, who 'fcape the Laws. 
YeSy while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120 

f To Virtue only and her friends a Friend, 
The World befide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the diftant din that world can keep. 
Rolls o*er my Grotto, and but fooths my deep. 
* There, my retreat the beft Companions grace, 115 
Clueft out of war, and Statefmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feaft of Reafon and the Flow of foul : 
Aad He, whoie lightning piercM th' Iberian Lines, 
Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 

Or 

^Detrahere et pellem, nitidus qua quifque per ora 
Cederet introrfum turpis j num Laelius, et qui 
Duxit ab opprefla meritum Carthagine nomen, 
Ingenlo offenfi ? aut laefo doluere Metello, 
Famofifque Lupo coopeito veriibus ? atqui 
Primores populi arripuit popidiunque tributim ; 
Scilicet t Uni aequus virtuti atque ejus Amicis. 
^ Quin ubi fe a vulgo et fcena in iecreta remorant 
Virtus Scipiadae et mitis fapientia Laeli, 
Nugari cum tUo, et difcinfli ludere, donee 
Dccoqueretur olus, foliti. 

Quidquid fum ego, quakXaVv% 
VoL.IL ♦ N 
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Or tames the Genius of the ftubbom plain^ 
Almoft as quickly as he conquered Spain. 

i Envy muft own, I live among the Great, 
No Pimp of pleafure, and no Spy of ftate, 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 135 
Fond to fpread friend fiiips, but to cover heats j 
To help who want, to forward who excel ; 
This, all who know me, know ; who love me, tell 5 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scriblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 140 

This is my Plea, on this I reft my caufe— 
^ What faith my Council, learned in the laws ? 

F. 1 Your Plea is good 5 but ftill I fay, beware ! 
Laws are explained by men— -fo have a care. 
It ftands on record, that in Richard's times 145 

A man was hang'd for very honeft rhymes ; 
» Confult the Statute, " quart." I think, it is, 
** Edwardi fext." or " prim, et quint. Eliz." 

Sec 

Infra Lucili cenfum, ingeniumque ; tamen me 
i Cum magnis vixiffe invita fatebitur ufque 
Invidia ; et fragili quaerens illidere dentem, 
Offendet folido : 

^ nifi quid tu, dofte Trebati, 
Diffentis. 

T. ^Equidem nihil hinc diffingere poiTum. 
Sed tamen ut monitus caveas, ne forte negoti 
Incutiat tibi quid fanftai-um infcitia legum : 

'^ " Si mala condidcrlt In ^uenv quis carmina^ jus eft 
^' /udiciumque.** 
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Sec Libels, Satires— here you have it— read. 

P. n Libels and Satires ! lawlefs things indeed ! 150 
But grave EpifUes, bringing Vice to light. 
Such as a King might read, a Bifliop write. 
Such as Sir Robert would approve— 

F. Indeed? 
The Cafe is altered— you may then proceed 5 
In fuch a cafe the Plaintiff will be hifsM, 1 55 

My Lords the judges laugh, and you're difmifs'd, 

H. Efto, fiquis ^mala, fed bona fi quis 
Judice condiderit laudatus Caefare ? fi quis 
Opprobriis dignum laceraverit, integer ipfe ? 
T. Solventur rifu tabulse s tu miffus abibis* 
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BOOK IL SATIRE n. 

To Mr. BETHEL. 

a W/ HAT, and how great> Ae Virtue and tke Art 

^^ To lire on little with a cheerful heart f 
b ( A dc6lrinc fagc, but truly none of mine) 
Let's talk, my friends, but talk « beiort ^»e dine. 
• Not when a gilt Bnfiet^s re#eAed fuide 5 

Turns you from found Philofophy aflde ^ 
Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll. 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Heai' BethePs^ Sermon, one not vers'd in fchools^ 
d B^t ftrong in fimfe, and wife without the rules. i^ 

h Go work» hunt, exercife I (he thus began) 
Then, fcorn a homely dinner, if yoii canw 

Your 
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U A E virtus & quanta, boni, fit vivere panro^ 
-^(Nec mens hie fermo : fed qua praecepit Ofellus^ 
RufUcus, ^ abnoimis Sapiens, craflaque Minerva.) 
Difcite, c non inter lances menfafque nitentes ;. 



■Qr< 



Cum ihipet inianis acies fulgoribus, et cum 
Acclinis falfis animus meliora recufat : 
^ Verum hie imprand mecmn difquirite. Cur i 
PJcam, fi potero, male verum examinat omnia 
Cormptus ;udex. ^ Leponua^^'aLta«) equove 
^alfus ab indomito^ ve\ (^&l^oax»xkai^x\^^x 
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* Your wine lockM up, your Butler ftrolPd abroad. 
Or fifli deny^d (the river yet unthaw*d} 

If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, j 5 

The pleafure lies in you, and not the meat. 

* ^ Preach as I pleafe, I doubt our curious men 
Will chuie a pheafant ftill before a hen ; 

Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold. 
Except you eat the feathers green and gpld. 20 

Of 

■ ■ ' n il III I I ■ 

Militia aflvetwn ^ecari) feu pila velox, 
MoUiter aufteruiu Audio fallente labornin | 
Seu te difcus agit,, pete cedentem aera dif^o : 
Cum labor e3i:tulerit faftidia j ficcus, inanisi 
Speme eibum vilem : ni(i Hymettia mella Falcrno, 
Ne biberisy diluta. i foris eft promus, et atrum 
Defendens pifces hiemat mare : cum fale panis 
Latrantem ftomachum bene leniet. unde putas, aut 
Qui partum? non in caro nidore vohiptas 
Summa» fed in teipfo eft. tu pulmentaria quaere 
Sudando. pinguem vitiis albumque neque oftrea. 
Nee fcarus, aut potent peregnna jvvare lagoVs. 

k Vix tamen enpiam, poiito pavone, velis quin 
Hoc potius quani gallina tergere palatum ? 
CovTuptue vanisferum : quia veneat auro 
Rara avis, et pi^ pandat fpe£lacula cauda : 
Tamquam ad rem attineat quidquam* Num vefceris ifta, 
<)rain laudas, pluma f coflove num adeft honor idem ? 
Came tamen quamvis diftat nihil hac, magis ilia $ 
Imparibus formis deceptum te patet, efto. 
Vjade datum (ends, lupus hie, Tiberiau^ %ii ^\Vq 

J^ 3 
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J Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 

(Though cut in pieces ere my Lord can cat) 

Yet for fmall Turbots fuch efteem profefs ? 

Becaufe God made thefe large, the other lefs. 

" 01dfield> with more than Harpy throat endued, 15 

Cries, " Send me, Gods ! a whole Hog barbecued \^ 

Oh blaft it, n South-winds ! till a (lench exhale 

Kank as the ripenefs of a rabbit's tail. 

By what Criterion do you eat, d'ye think. 

If this is priz'd for fweetnefs, that for ftink ? 30 

When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat. 

He finds no relifh in the fweeteft meat. 

He calls for ibmething bitter, fomething four. 

And the rich feaft concludes extremely poor : 

*» Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives, ftill we fee; 35 

Thus much is left of old Simplicity! 

The 

Captus hiet ? pontefne inter ja6bitus, an amnis 

Oftia fub Tufci ? ' laudas, infane, trilibrem 

Mullum J in fingula quem minuas pulmenta necefle ciL 

Ducit te fpecies, video, quo pertinet ergo 

Proceros odiffe lupos ? quia fcilicet illis 

Majorem natura modum dedit, his breve pondus. 

Jejunus raro ftomachus vulgaria temnit. 

"^ Porre6him magno magnum fpe6huie catino 

Vellem, ait Harpyiis gul^ digna rapacibus. At vos, 

nPraefentes Auftri, coquite homm opfonia; quamquam 

Putet aper rhombufque recens, mala copia quando 

Aegrum follicitat ftomachum i cimi rapula plenus 

J^tque ^cidas mavult Inulas^ ntcd>rca QtQCGi*^^b»£U 
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P The Robin-red-breaft till of late had reft. 

And children facred held a Maitin's neft. 

Till Baccaficos fold fo devUifh dear 

To cme that was, or would have been, a Peer, 40 

4 Let me extol a Cat, on oifters fed, 

I'll have a Party at the Bedford-head ; 

Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiih recommend 5 

Td never doubt at Court to make a friend. 

r 'Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 45 

About one vice, and fall into the other : 
Between Excefs and Famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not fordid ; though not fplendid, clean. 

• Avidicn, or his Wife (no matter which. 
For him you' 11 call a ^ dog, and her a bitch) 50 

Sell their prefented paitridges, and fruits. 
And humbly live on rabbits and on roots : 

One 

Pauperies epulis regum : nam vilibus ovis 
Nigrifque eft oleis hodie locus. Haud ita pridem 
Gallon! pracconis erat accipenfere menfa 
Infamis. quid? tum rhombos minus aequora alcbant? 
P Tutus erat rhombus, tutoque ciconia nido, 
Donee vos au£lor docuit praetorius. ergo 
q Si quis nunc mergos fuaves edixerit aftbs, 
Parebit parvi docilis Romana juventus. 

r Sordidus a tenui villus diftabit, Ofello 
Judice : nam fi-uftra vitimn vitaveris iftud. 
Si te alio pravus detorferis. < Avidienus, 
< Coi Canis ex vero du6lum cognomen adhacret, 
Qjaioqueones olesa eft, ct fylvcftrla coitvol\ 

N4 
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> One half-pint bottle ferves them both to dine^ 

And 18 at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on fome ^ lucky day (as when they found 55 

A loft Bank biil, or heard their Ton was drown'd) 

At fuch a feaft, ^ old vinegar tp fpare. 

Is what two fouls U> generous cannot bear 1 

Oil, though it ftink, they drop by drop impart. 

But fowfe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 69 

y He knows to live, who keeps the middle ftate. 
And neither leans on this fide, nor on that j 
Nor 2 ftops, for one bad cork, his butler^s pay. 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 
Nor lets, like » Naevius, every error pafs, 65 

The mufty wine, foul cloth, or greafy glaft. 

b Now hear what blefRngs Temperance can bring : 
(Thus faid our friend, and what he faid I fing) 

Q Ac, nifi mutatum, parcit defundere vinum $ et 
Cujus odorem olci nequeas perferre (licebit 
Ille repotia, natales, aliofque dierum 
^ Fefios albatus celebret) cornu ipfe bilibri 
Caulibus inftillat » veteris non parens aceti, 

Quali igitur viftu fapiens utetur, et horum 
Uti-um imitabitur ! hac urget lupus, hac canis, aiunt, 
y Mundus erit, qua non of&ndat fordibus, atque 
In neutram partem cultus mifer. * Hie neque fervit 
Albuti fenis exempio, dum munia didit, 
Saevus erit : nee fic ut fimplex » Naevius, un£Um 
^onvivis praebebit aquam : vitium hoc quoque magmini* 
^ Accjpe nunc* vifbis tftum^ ^>ua c^vuDk^adc^%c^^sm 
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« Firft Health: The ftomach (crammM from eyerydiih, 
A tomb of boil'd and roaft, and flefh and fOh, 79 

Where bile> and vrind, and phlegm, and acid jar. 
And all the man is one inteftine war) 
Remembers oft «i the School-boy's fimple fare. 
The temperate fleeps, and fpirits light as air. 

« How pale, each worihipfiil and Rev<erend gueft 75 
Rife from a Clergy, or a City feaft I 

What life in all that ample body, fay ? 

What heavenly particle infpires the clay ? 

The Soul fubfides, and wickedly inclines 

To feem but mortal, ev'n in found Divines. t9 

f On morning wings how aftive fprings the Mkid 

That leaves the load of yeflerday behind ! 

How eafy every labour it purfues ! 
[ Eow coming to the Poet every Mufe I 

Not 

Afierat. ^ lit primis valeas bene ; nam variae re» 
Ut noceant homini, credas, memor illrus efcaey 
Quae fimplex ^ olim tibi (ederit, at dmul afte 
Mifcueris elixa, fimul conchylia turdis j 
Dulcia fe in bilem vertent, ftomachoque tunttkun 
lenta fcret pituita. « Vides, ut pallidfiis omnia 
CcHUi defurgat dubia h quia corpus onuftum 
Heftemis vitiis animum quoque pracgrarrat uDa, 
Atque aifigit humo divinae particulam auiae. 

' Alter, ubi di6^o citius curata fopori 
Membra dedit, vegetus praefcripta ad munia fturgit. 
I Hie tamen ad melius poterit tranfcurrei*e <^(iQfiLd«m% 
Sire diem fe&um ndicn$ advexeht anxoH 
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g Not but we ix)ay exceed, fome holy time, S5 

Or tir*d in fearch of Truth, or fearch of Rhyme { 

111 health fome juft indulgence may engage $ 

And more the ficknefs of long life. Old Age s 

fc For fainting Age what cordial drop remains. 

If our intemperate Youth the vefTel drains ? 90 

' Our fathers prais'd rank Ven'fon. Yon fuppofe, 
Perhaps, young men ! our fathers had 00 nofe. 
Not fo : a Buck was tlien a week's repaft. 
And 'twas theii* point, I ween, to make it laft ; 94 

More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could come, 
Than eat the fwecteft by themfelves at home, 
k Why had not I in thofe good times my birth. 
Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth ? 

Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear 5 
1 That fweeteft mufic to an honed ear ; 100 

(For 

Seu recrcare volet tenuatum corpus : ubique 
Accedent anni, et traftari mollius aetas 
Imbecilla volet. ^ Tibi quidnam accedet ad iftaniy 
Quam puer et validus praefumis, mollitiem ; feu 
Dura valetudo incident, feu tarda fenefhis ? 

* Rancidum aprum antiqui laudabant : non quia nafus 
Illis nuUus erat I fed, credo, hac mente, quod hofpet 
Tardius advenlens vitiatum commodius, quam 
Integram edax dominus confumeret. ^ hos utinam inter 
Heroas natum tellus me prima tuliflet. 

1 Das aliquid famae, quae carmine gratior aurem 
Occupet humanam ? grandes rhombi, patinaeque 
Grande ferunt una ».cuin damao dt^tc>i&» ^.^^^ 
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(For 'faith, Lord Fanny ! you are in the wrong. 

The world*8 good word is better than a fong) 

Who has not learnM, « frcfli fturgeon and ham-pye 

Arc no rewards for want, and infamy ! 

When Luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 105 

CursM be thy " neighbours, thy truftees, thyfelf. 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a (hame, 

Think how pofterity will treat thy name$ 

And o buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou hail at leaft beftow'd one penny well. 

p << Right, cries his Lordfhip, for a rogue in need 
** To have a tafte, is inlblence indeed : 
" In me 'tis noble, fuits my birth and flatc, 
•* My wealth unwieldy, q and my heap too great." 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty fpread her ray, C15 
And (hine that fuperfluity away. 
Ob Impudence of wealth 1 with all thy (lore, 
How^ar'ft thou let one worthy man be poor ? 

Shall 

* Iratum patruum, vicinos, te tibi iniquum, 
Et froftra mortis cupidum, cum deerit egenti 

* As, laquei pretium. 

P Jure, inquit, Traufius iftis 
Jngatur verbis : ego vefligalia magna, 
Divitiafque habeo tribus amplas regibus. 9 Ergo, 
Quod fuperat, non eft melius quo infumere poflis f 
Cur eget indignus quifquam, te divite f quare 
' Templa ruunt antiqui Deum ? cur improbe, carae 
Non aliquid patriae tanto emetiris acervo ? 
Uni n'murum tlbirc6ie femper erunt its \ 
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Shall Ivdf die r new-built churcKes Fovrnd thee fall f 
Make Keys, build Bridges, or repair Whitehall : is 
Or to thy Cbuntry let that heap be lent. 
As M**o's was, but not at five per cent. 

• Who thinks that fortune cannot change her miiid 
Prepares a dreadful jeft for all mankind. 
And t who flands iafeft ? tell me, is it he i! 

That fpreads and fwelU in puiTd Ptofperity, 
Or bleft with little, wbofe preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms againft a war t 

■ Thus BiTBEL fpoke,, who always fpeakt hit thonj^ 
And always thinks the very thing he ought : i; 

His equal mind I copy what I can. 
And as i love, would imitate the Man. 
In South-fea days not happier, when fiinnisM 
The Lord of thoufands, than if now ▼ £xcisM| 
In forefi planted by a Father* s hand, i 

Than in five acres now of rented land* 

Conte 

« O magnvs pofthac inimicis rilus : uteme 
t Ad cafus dubios fidet fibi certius ! hie, qui 
Pluribus ailuerit mentem corpufque fuperbum ; 
An qui contentus parvo metuenfque futuri. 
In pace, ut fapiens, aptarit idonea bello ! 

■ Quo magisliis credas : puer hunc ego parvus Ofell 
Integris opibus no\\ uon latius ufum, 
Quam nunc ^ accifis. Videas, metato in agello> 
Cum pecore et gnatis, fortem mercede colonumj 
Non ego, nairantem^ Xtxnaxt t^ Vv^ct ^ofefta 
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Content with little I can piddle here 

On X bit>coli and muttoa, round the year { 

But 1 ancient friends (though poor, or ootcf pky) 

That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 149 

TiS tiiic, no » Turbotft dignify my boardt. 

But gudgeon»9 flounders, what my Thames a£Sntis s 

To Hounflow-heath I point, and Banfted-downy 

Thence comes your mutton, and theTe chicks my own e 

* From yon old walnut-tree a ihower fhall fall : 14^ 

And grapes, long-lingering on my only wall^ 

And figs from ftandard and efpalier join \ 

The devil is in you if you caaaet dine \ 

TWn ^ chearfiil healths (your Miibefs (haH hsrve place) 

And, what^s more rare, a Poet diall fay Grace. 159 

Fortnne not much of humbling me can boaift : 
Though double tax*d, how little have I loft I 

My 

Q{udquam, praeter ' olus fumofae cum pede pemae* 
Ac mihi feu y longinn poft tempus vcncrat hofpes^ 
8i?e operum vacuo gratus convivaper imbrem 
Viems } bene erat, son pifcibus tirbe {>etitis, 
Sedf«^ atque hoedo : tum « penfilis uva fecunda^ 
fit nux omabat menfas, cum duplice lieu* 
Poft hoc ludus erat a cuppa potaie magiftra : 
Ac vAierata Ceres, ita culmo furgeret alto, 
£xplicuit vino contra6lae feria frontis. 

Saeviat atque novos moveat Fortuna tumultus ! 
Quantum hinc imminu^t \ quanto aut ego parcitti^ ant 
yQ9, 
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My Lifers amufements have been juft the fame, 
Before, and after ^ Standing Annies came. 
My lands are fold, my father*8 houfe is gone ; 155 
1*11 hire another's 5 is not that my own, 
And yours, my friends ? thro' whofe free opening gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late ; 
(For I, who hold (age Homer's rule the beft. 
Welcome the coming, fpeed the going gueft.) 160 

** Pray heaven it laft ! (cries Swift !) as you go on^ 
<< I wiih to God this houfe had been your own : 
*' Pity 1 to build, without a fon or wife ; 
" Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life.'* 
Well, if the ufe be mine, can it concern one, 165 

Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon ? 
What's ^ Property ? dear Swift ! you fee it alter 
From you to me, from me to « Peter Walter 5 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawyer's fhare 5 
Or, in a jointure, vanifli from the heirj 17O 

Or in pure ^ equity (the cafe not clear) 
The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year t 
At beft, it falls to fome z ungracious fon. 
Who cries, " My father's damn'd, and all's my own.*' 

Shades, 

O pueri, nituiitis, ut hue ^ novus incola venit ? 
Nam c propriae telluris herum natura neque ilium, 
Nee me, nee quemquam ftatuit. nos expulit ille i 
Ilium attt ^ nequities aut ^ vafri infcitia juris, 
Poftremum expellet certe f vivacior heres. 
f Nunc ager Umbreni fub nomine, nuper Ofelli 
2)iftu$ erat t nulU propn\i%*) (t^ c^^wSx^N^'^xa 
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^ Shades, that .to Bacon could retreat afford, 175 

Become the portion of a booby Lord ; 

And Hemfley, once proud Buckingham's delight. 

Slides to a Scrivener, or a City Knight, 

i Let lands and houfes have what lords they will. 

Let Us be fixM, and our own matters dill. iSo 

None mihi, nunc alii. ^ quocirca vivite fortes, 
Fortiaque adverfis opponite pe^ora rebus. 
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B O O K I. EPISTLE I. 

TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 

ST. JoHNy whofe love indulged my labours pail, 
Matures my prefent, and fhall bound my laftl 
Why *> will you break the Sabbadi of my days ? 
Now iick alike of Envy and of Praife. 
Public too longy ah let me hide my Age ! | 

See modeft c Gibber now has left the Stage : 
Our Generals now, '^ retired to their £ftates> 
Hang their Old Trophies o*er the Garden gates. 
In Life's cool Evening fatiate of Applaufe, 
Nor * fond of bleeding, ev'n in Brunswick*s caufe. 

f A voice there is, that w^fpers in my ear, 
(Tis Reafon*s voice, which fometimes one can hear) 
** Friend Pope! be prudent, let your 8 Mufe take 
" breath, 

** And never gallop Pegafus to death ; 

«' Let 

EPISTOLA I. 

n R I M A dif^e mihi, fumma dicende camena, 
^ b Spe6latum fatis, et donatum jam rude, quaeris, 
Maecenas, iterum antiquo me includere ludo* 
Non eadem eft aetas, non mens, c Veianius, armis 
4 Herculis ad poftem fixis, latet abditus agro $ 
Ne populum e extrema toties exoret arena. 
^Eft mihi purgatam crtbro <\ui yerfonet auitm , 
Solve s fenefccntcm matuxt t^xvu% tQ^\xm>T» 
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** Left ftifF, and ftatcly, void of fire or force, 15 

" You limp, like Blackmore on a Lord Mayor's horfc." 

Farewell then ^ Verfe, and Love, and every Toy, 
llie Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy; 
What i right, what true, what fit we juftly call. 
Let this be all my care— for this is All : 20 

To lay this ^ harveft up, and hoard with hafte. 
What every day will want, and moft, the laft. 

But afk not, to what * Doftoi-s I apply ? 
Sworn to no Mafter, of no §eft am I : 
As drives the m ftorm, at any^ioor I knock i 2 5 

And houfe with Montague now, or now with Locke, 
Sometimes a ^ Patriot, a^ive in debate, ' 
Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 
Free as young Lyttelton, her caufe purfue. 
Still true to Virtue, <* and as warm as true i 36 

Sometimes with Ariftippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all j 

Back 

Peccct ad extremum ridendus, et ilia ducat. 

Nunc itaque et ^ verfus, ct caetera ludia-a pono : 

Quid ^ verum atque decens, euro et rogo, ct omnis in 

hoc fums 
^ Condo, et compono, quae mox depromere podim. 
Ac ne forte rogcs, 1 quo me duce, quo Lare tuter : 
Nullius addidus jurare in verba magiftri, 
* Qjio me cunque rapit tempeftas, deferor hofpes. 
Nunc agilis fio, ct meifor « civilibus undis, 
Vinutis verac cuftos, rigidufque latcllc* ; . 
yoL. JL O 
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Back to my f native Moderation Aide, 
And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

q Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 35 
Long as the Night to her whoie Love's away» 
Long as the Year's doll circle feems to run» 
When the brifk Minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So flow th' ' unprofitable moments roll. 
That lock up all die Fonfkiona of my ibul } 4A 

That keep me from myfelf $ and ftill delay 
Life's inftant buGnefs to a future day : 
That s taik> vAdch as we follow, of defpiie, 
Threldeft is a Ibol, the youngeft wife : 
Which done, the pooreft can no wants endure). ^ 
And which not done, the richeft muft be poor, 

t Late as it is, I put myfelf to fchool. 
And feel feme » comfort, not to be a fool. 
^ Weak though I am of limb, and ihort of fight. 
Far. from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite ^ 5a 

I'll 

Nunc in Ari^ppi P furtim praecepta selabor 
£t mihi res, non me rebus, fubjungere conor* 

<i Ut nox longa, quibus mentitur amica ; diefque 
Lenta videtur opus debentibus : ut piger annus 
Pupillis, quos dura premit cuftodia matrum : 
Sic mihi tarda ^ iiuunt ingrataque tempora, quae fpem 
Confiliumque morantur agendi gnaviter •- id, quod 
Aeque pauperibus prodeft, locupletibus aeque,^ 
Aeque negle£him pueris fenibufque nocebit. 

f J^e/lat, ut his ego me \^(& re^am « folerque elementit-t 
l^on poflis oculo q^aautum wTi\Bivto^Vi\ww^\ v 
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ill do what Mead and ChefeldeH advife. 
To keep thefe limbs^ and to prefenre thefe eyes* 
Not to X go back, is fomewhat to advance. 
And men muft walk at leaft before they dance. 

Say, does thy y blood rebel, thy bofom naore 55 

With wretched Avajrice, or as wretched Lots? 
Know, there are Worlds, and Spells, which can control 
* Between the Fits this Fever of the foul 1 
Know, there, are Rhymes, which « freih and fvefli applyM 
Will cure the arrant' ft Puppy of bis Pride. 60 

B« b fiirioius, envious, (lothful, mad, or drunk, 
c Slave to a Wife, or Vaffal tn a Punk, 
A Swiu* a High-dutch, or a Low-dutch ^ Bear | 
All that we aik is but a patient Ear. 

• 'Tis the firft Virtue, Vices to abhor : 65 
And the firft Wifdom, to be Fool no more. 

But 

Non tamen idcirco contemnas lippus inungi : 

Nee, ^uia defperes invi^H membra Glyconis, 

Kodofa corpus nolis prohibere chiragra. 

Eft quadam prodire > tenus, fi non datur ultra. 
7 Fervet avaritia, miferoque cupidine pectus ? 

Sunt verba et voces, quibua hunc lenire dolorem 

Poflis, et > magnam moibi deponere partem. 

I«audis amore txmies ? funt « certa piacula, quae te 

Ter pure le^o poterunt i-ecreare libello. 

b Invidus, iracundus, iners, vinofus, c amator j 
Memo ^ adco ferns eft, ut non mitefcere poilit, 
Si mode culturae patientem commodet aurem. 

• Vditus efij ritsvm fogere; et fiipitiil\;iYt\TR%^ 

O 7, 
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But to the world no ^ bugbear is fo great. 

As want of figure, and a fmall Eftate. 

To either India fee the Merchant fly. 

Scared at the fpe^re of pale Poverty ! 70 

See him, with pains of body, pangs of foul. 

Bum through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole ! 

"Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end. 

Nothing, to make Philofophy thy friend ? 

To flop thy fooliih views, thy long defiret, 75 

And e eafe thy heart of all that it admires f 

^ Here Wifdom caUs^: i «< Seek Virtue firfr, be bold I 

«« As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold." 

There, London's voice, ^ « Get Money, Money ftill! 

" And then let Virtue follow, if (he will." U 

This, this the faving do6hine, pieacbM to all. 

From 1 low St. James's up to high St. Paul ! 

From 

Stultitia caruiffe. vides, quae f maxima credis 
Efle mala, exiguum cenfum, turpemque repulfaai, 
Quanto devites animi capitifqxie labore. 
Impiger extremos curris mercator ad Indos, 
Per g mare pauperiem fugiens, per faxa, per ignes : 
Ne cures ^ ea, quae fhilte miraris et optas, 
Dlfcere, et audire, et meliori credere non vis ? 
Quls circum pagos et circum compita pugnax 
Magna coronari contemnat Olympia, cui fpes, 
Cui fit conditio dulcis fine pulvere palmae ? 
«< i Villus argentum eft auro, virtutibus aurum. 
'* k O cives, cives I quaerenda pecunia piimum eft; 
" Vjitus pofl n\unmo% ;" V^sJ^c ^ "i^nu^ l>^mTSk?M ^ imo 
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^rom him whofe " quills ftand quiver'd at his car, 
1^0 him who notches fticks at Weftminfter. 

Barnard in " fpirit, fenfe, and truth abounds \ 85 

'* Pray then, what wants he?" Fourfcore thoufand 

pounds \ 
K peniion, or fuch Harnefs for a flave 
\a Bug now has, and Dorimant would have, 
kmard, thou art a ° Cit, with all thy worth ; 
Jut Bug and D*l, Their Honours, and fo forth. 90 

Yet every P child another fong will fing, 
* Virtue, brave boys ! 'tis Virtue makes a King." 
Pnic, confcious Honour, is to feel no fin, 
lc*8 arm'd without that's innocent within ; 
Jc this thy <l Screen, and this thy Wall of Braft 5 99 
^ompar'd to this, a Minifter's an Afs. 

v And fay, to which fhall our applaufe belong, 
rhis new Court-jargon, or the good old fong ? 
The modem language of corrupted Peers, 
Dr what was fpoke at « Cress Y or Poitiers ? 100 

Who 

Prodocet : haec recinunt juvenes diftata fenefque, 
^ Laevo fufpenfi loculos tabulamque lacerto. 

Eft n animus tibi, funt mores, eft lingua, fidefque ; 
Sed quadringentis fex feptera millia defint. 
^ Plebs eris. p at pueri ludentes, Rex eris, aiunt, 
Si rcfte facies. Hie ^ mums aheneus eftp. 
Nil confcire fibi, nulla pallefcere culpa. 

' Rofcia, die fodes, melior lex, an pueromm eft 
Naenia, quae regnum rtEit facientibus offevt, 
^tmmbus ' Cunis et cfecantata CamilVis^ 
O3 



■1 



19S P O P E'8 PO E M S. 

t Who CQunfeU beft? who whi(})er8, «« Be but great, 

«< Whh Praife or Infamy leave that to fate ; 

« Get Place and Wealth, if poffible with grace j 

** If not, by any means, get Wealth and Pbce." 

For what ? to have a " Box where Eunuchs fing, 105 

And foremoft in the Circle eye a King. 

Pr ^ he, who bids thee face with fteady view 

Proud Fortune, and look Ihallow Greatnefs thi-ough ; 

And, X while he bids thee, fets th' Example too ? 

If y fuch a Doftrine, in St, James's air, no 

Should chance to make the well-dieft Rabble ftare ; 

In honeft S*z take fcandal at a Spaik, 

That lefs admires the * Palace than the Park : 

Faith, I ftiall give the anfwer * Reynard gave s 

«* I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave: 115 

*« Becaufe I fee, by all the tracks about, 

*< Full many a Bcaft goes in, but none come out." 

Adiea 



t Ifne tibi melius fuadet, qui, " Rem facias : rem, 
f * Si poflis, refte 5 fi non, quocunque modo rem.'* 
Ut u propius fpeftes lacrymofa poemata Pupi ! 
An, w qui fortunae te refponfare fuperbae 
Liberum et ere^lum, * pi-aefens hortatur et aptat? 
y Quod fi me Populus Romanus forte roget,xur 
Non, ut ? porticibus, fic judiciis fruar ifdem : 
Ncc fequar aut fugiam, quae diligit ipfe vel odit j 
Ollm quod ^ vulpes aegroto cauta leoni 
Jiefpondk, referam : Q^ia me veftigia terrent 
Pmnia te adverfum fpcdaxiua, tvN\\^ xOLi^xlvOTir 



Ep. I- IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 199 

Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a Slave t 
Send her to Court, you fend her to her grave. 

Well, if a King's a Lion, at the leaft 1 15 

The b People are a many-headed Beafl : 
Can they dire6^ what meafures to purfue. 
Who know themfelves fo little what to do ? 
Alike in nothing but one Luft of Gold, 
Juft half the land would buy, and half be foldi 125 
Their ^ Country's wealth our mightier Mifers drain. 
Or crofs, to plunder Provinces, the Main j 
The reft, fome farm the Poor-box, fome the Pews ; 
Some keep AlTemblies, and would keep die Stews j 
SofBe ^ widi fat Buck« on chiidlefs dotards fawn $ 130 
Some win' rich Widows by their Chine and Brawn ; 
While with the fUent growth of ten per cent, 
la dirt and darknefs, * hundreds ftink content. 

Of ail theie ways, if each ' purfnes his own^ 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone ^ 1135 

But ihew me one who has it in his power 
To aft condflent with himfelf an hour. 

Sir 

b Bellua multorum eft capitum. nam quid iequar aut 
quem ? 
Pars hominvm geftlt ^ oonducere publica : funt qui . 
' Cruftis et pomis viduas vcnentur avaras, 
Excipiantque fenes, quos in vivaria mittant : 
• Multis occulto creficit res fenore. f verum 
Efto, aliis alios rebu€ ftudiifque teneri : 
lidem eadcm poflimt baramxlurare pcobasEiXiu) 
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Sir Job g faird forth, the evening bright and ftlll, 

*< No place on earth (he ,cry'd) like Greenwich hill !^' 

h Up ftarte a Palace, lo, th^ obedient bafe 140 - 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its fides embrace. 

The filver Thames refleds its marble face. 

Now let fome whimfey, or that Devil within 

Which guides all thofe who know not what they mean, ! 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) fpleen 5 145 , 

*< Away, away I take all your fcafFolds down, 

« For Snug's the word^ My dear ! we'll live in Town/' 

At amorous Flavio is the ^ ftocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
1 The Fool, whofe Wife elopes fome thrice a quarter, 
For matiimonial folace dies a martyr. 
Did ever" Proteus, Merlin, any witch. 
Transform thcmfelves fo ftrangely as the Rich ? 
Well, but the » Poor— The Poor have the fame itch 5 
They change their ° weekly Barber, weekly News, 155 
Prefer a new Japanner, to their fhoes. 

Difcharge 
■ ■ — 

g Nullus in orbe finus Baiis praelucet amoenis^ 
Si dixit dives ; h lacus et mare fentit amorem . 
Feftinantis heri : cui fi ^ vitiofa libido 
Fecerit aufpicium 5 eras ferraraenta Teanum 
Tolletis, fabri. ^ le^lus genialis in aula eft ? 
Nil ait efTe prius, melius nil coelibe vita : 
1 Si non eft, jiu-at bene folis eife maritis. 

ra Quo teneam vultus mutantem Protea nodo ? 
Quid n pauper ? ride ; «v\3itax ^ cq^tw;\A3.> l«ft<?«, 
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Piicharge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a Chaife and one ; 
They P hire their fculler, and when once aboard. 
Grow flck, and damn the climate — like a Lord. 169 

q You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I (land. 
My wig all powder, and all fnufF my band $ 
You laugh, if coat and breeches fb*angely vary. 
White gloves, and linen wortliy Lady Mary ! 
But wHen ' no Prelate's lawn with hair-ihirt lin'd, 165 
h half fo incoherent as my Mind, 
When (each opinion with the next at ftrife, 
One » ebb and flow of Follies all my life) 
I < plant, root up ; I build, and then confound $ 
Turn round to fquare, and fquare again to round j 17Q 
^ You never change one mufcle of your face, 
You think this Madnefs but a common cafe, 
^or ^ once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply j 
'Vet hang your lip, to fee a Seam awry ! 

Carelefs 

balnea, p tonibres 5 condu5lo navigio aeque 
^aufeat, ac locuples quem ducit priva triremis, 

9 Si curatus inaequali tonfore capillos 
Occurro 5 rides, fi forte fubucula pexae 
*Trita fubeft tunicae, vel fi toga diflidet impar 5 
^des. quid, ^ mea cum pugnat fententia fecimi $ 
<2uod petiit, fpemit; repetitquod nuper omifitj 

• Aeftuat, et vitae difconvenit ordine toto 5 

* Diruit, aedificat, mutat quadrata rotundis ? 
^ Inlanire putas folennia me, nequc rides, 
Jfec vaedici credis, nee cyratoris egcrc 
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Carelefs how ill I with myfelf agree, 175 

Kind to my dreft, my figure, not to Me. 
Is this my ^ Guide, Philofopher, and Friend ? 
This he, who lores me, and who ought to mend 5 
Who ought to make me, (what he can, or none) 
That Man diinne whom Wifdora calls her own { iSo 
Great without Title, without Fortune blefs'dj 
Rich y ev'n when plundered, * honoui'd while oppfefsM { 
Lov'd c without youth, and followed without power; 
At home, though exil'd, *> fi-ee, though in the Tower; 
In ihort, that reafoning, high, immortal Thing, 1S5 
Juft c lefs than Jove, and <* much above a King, 
Nay, half in heaven— « except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of Vapours clouds this Demy- god ! 

— — 

A praetore dati ; rerum ^ tutela mearum 

Cum fis, et prave fe6kum ftomacheris ob ungueal) 

Pe te pendentis, te refpicientis amici. 

Ad fiunmam, fapiens uno ^ minor eft Jove, I dif<e«9 
b Liber, * honoratus, » pulcher, ^ rex denique regumj 
Praecipue fanus, « niH cum pituita mokfta eft. 
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BOOK I. EPISTLE Vr. 
TO MR. MURRAY. 

THIS Piece is the moft finiihed of all his imitation% 
and executed in the high manner the Italian Painters 
call Con Amore. By which they mean, the exertion 
of that principle, which puts the faculties on the 
firetch, and produces the fupi-eme degree of excellence. 
For the Poet had all the warmth of afie£kion for the 
great Lawyer to whom it is addrefled: and, indeed, no 
man ever more deferved to have a Poet for his Friend. 
In the obtaining of which, as neither Vanity, Party, 
nor Fear, had any (hare : fo he fupported his title to 
it by all the offices of true Friendihip. 

« 'VT O T to admire, is all the Art I know, 
' -^^ To make men happy, and to keep them fo.*' 
Plain Truth, dear Murray, needs no flowers of fpeech, 
»o take it in the very words of Creech.) 

b This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 
ielf-center*d Sun, and Stars that rife and fall. 

There 

E P I S T O L A VI. 

NI L admirari, prope res eft ana, Numici, 
Solaque quae pdiit facere et ferrare beatutvu 
b Hunc fblem, et flsllas, et deccdettf U ceitW 
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There are, my Friend ! whofe philofophic eyes 
Loojc through and tnift the Ruler with his ikiet. 
To him commit the hour, the day, the yeai*, 
And view c this dreadful All without a fear. i© 

Admire we then what d Earth's low entrails hold, 1 
Arabian fliores, or Indian feas infold 5 > 

All the mad trade of « Fools and Slaves for Gold ? J 
Or f Popularity ? or Stars and Strings ? 
The Mob's applaufes, or the gifts of Kings ? 15 

Say with what g eyes we ought at Courts to gaze. 
And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the *» pleafure that from thcfe can fpring. 
The fear to want them is as weak a riling : 
Whether we dread, or whether we defire, «o 

In either cafe, believe me, we admire 5 
Whether we ^ joy or grieve, the fame the curfe, 
Surpriz'd at better, or furpriz'd at worfe. 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th* unbalanced Mind, and fnatch the Man away ; 15 

For 

Tempora momentis, funt qui ^ formidine nulla 
Imbuti fpeftent. ^ quid cenfes, munera terrae ? 
Quid, maris extremos Arabas « ditantis et Indos ? 
Ludicra, quid, ' plaufus, et amici dona Quiritis ? 
Quo fpeftanda modo, g quo fenfu'crcdis et ore ? 

^ Qui timet his adverfa, fere miratur eodem 
Quo cupiens pafto : pavor eft utrobique moleftus i 
Improvjfa iimul fpecies exteiret litrumque : 
^ Gaud eat, an doleat^ cu^^iat mttoactivfi^ <^uid ad rem^ 
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For 1^ Virtue* 8 felf may too much zeal be had; 

The worft of Madmen ura Saint run mad. 

1 Go then^ .and if you can, admire the ftate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate ^ 

Procure a Tafte to double the furprize, jo 

And gaze on ^ Parian Charms with learned eyes 1 

Be ftruck with bright « Brocade, or Tyrian Dye, 

Our Birthday Nobles' fplendid Livery. 

If net fb pleas'dy at^ Council-board rejoice, 

T« fee their Judgments hang upon thy Voice 5 35 

From P momto night, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this ftrife ? 

For*! Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife ? 

Shall »■ One whom Nature, Learning, Birtli confpirM 40 

To form, not to admire, but be admirM, 

Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth 

Weds the rich Dulnefs of feme Son of earth? 

Yet 

Si, quidquid vidit melius pejufvc fua {jpe, 
Defixis oculis animoque et corpore torpct ? 

k Infani fapiens nomen ferat, aequus iniqui s 
Ultra quam fatis eft, virtutcm fi petat ipfam. 
' I nunc, argentum et marmor ^ vetus, aei-aque et arte* 
Sufpice : cum gcmrais » Tyrios mirare colores : 
Gaude, quod fpe£lant oculi te o mille loquentem t 
Gnavus p mane forum, et vefpertinus pete teftum j 

Ne plus frumenti dotalibus emetat agris 
Mutus et (indignum ; quod fit pejoribus ortus) 
^Hjc tlbi /It potiiis, quam tu miiaViWs "\\Vv% 
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Yet • time ennobles, or dqpndes each Line ; 

It brightened Craggs*89 and may darken thine s 4 

And what i% Fame i the Mealieft have their day. 

The Greateft can but blase, and paf» away. 

Grac'd as thou art, ^ with all the Power of Words, 

So known, ib honourM, at the houfe of Lords s 

Confpicuous Scene ! another yet is nigh, 1 

(More filent far) where Kings and Poets lie} 

n Where Murray (long enough his Country*s pride) 

Shall be no more than TuUy, or than Hyde ! 

V Racked with Sciatica, martyr'd vnih the Stone, 
Will any mortal let himfelf alone ? j 

See Ward by batter'd Beaux invited over. 
And defperate Mifery lays hold on Dover. 
The cafe is eafier in the Mind*s difeafe $ 
There all Men may be cur'd, whene'er they pleafe* 
Would ye be* bleft ? defpife low Joys, low Gains j * 
Difdain whatever Combury difdains ; 6t 

3e virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 

Bi 



• Quicquid fub terra eft, in apricum proferet aetas j 
Defodiet condetque nitentia. t cum bene notum 
Porticus Agrippae, et via te confpexerit Appi j 
Lre tamen reftat, Numa» quo deyenit et Ancus. 

^ Si latus aut renes morbo tentantur acuto, 
Quare fiigam morbi. x vis re^e vivere ? quis non ? 
Si virtus hoc una poteft dare, fortis omiflis 
JIoc age deliciis. 
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7 But art thou one, whom new opinions fway. 
One who believes at Tindal leads the way. 
Who Virtue and a Church alike difowns, £^ 

Thinks that but words, and this but brkk and fiones i 
Fly s then, on all the wings of wild defire. 
Admire whate*cr the maddeft can admire t 
Is wealth thy paflion ? Hence ! from Pole to Pol^ 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, y% 
For Indian fpices, for Peruvian Gold, 
Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold t 
> Advance thy golden Mountain to the (kits ; 
On the broad bafe of fifty tho\ifand rife. 
Add one round hundred, and (if that^s not fair) 75 
Add fifty morej^ and bring it to a fquare. 
For, mark th' advantage ; juft To many fcore 
Will gain a *> Wife with half as many more, 
Frocure her beauty, make that beauty chafte, 
And then fuch c Friends — as cannot fail to laft. So 

A J Man of wealth is dubb'd a Man of worth, 
Venus ihall give him Form, and Anftis Birth. 

(Believe 

f virtutcm verba putes, et 
Lucum ligna ? ^ cave no portus occupct alter ; 
Ne Cibyratica, ne Bithyna negotia pcrdas : 
* Mille talenta rotundentur, totidem altera, porro et 
Tertia fuccedant, et quae pars quadrct acer\'um. 
Scilicet b uxorem cum dote, iidemque, et ^ amicos, 
Et genus, et formam, regina<i Pecunia donat ; 
Ac bene nummatum decorat Suadcb, Venufque. 
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(Believe me, many a c German Prince is worfe. 

Who, proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purfe) 

"His Wealth brave ^ Timon glorionfly confounds 5 8 j 

Alk*d for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds j 

Or if three Ladies like a lucklefs Play, 

Take the whole Houfe upon the Poet's day. 

g Now, in fuch exigencies not to need. 

Upon my Word, you muft be rich indeed 5 90 

A noble fuperfluity it craves. 

Not for yourfelf, but for your Fools and Knaves 5 

Something, which for your Honour they may cheats 

And which it much becomes you to forget. 

^ If Wealth alone then make and keep us blefl;, 95 

Still, ftill be getting, never, never reft. 

i But if to Power and Place your paffion lie, 
If in the Pomp of Life confift the joy 5 

TheB 



Mancipiis locuples, eget aeris « Capadocum Rex j 
Ne fueris hie tu. *" chlamydes Lucullus, ut aiunt. 
Si poiTet centum fcenae pmebere rogatus. 
Qui pofTum tot? ait: tamen et quaei-am, et quot 

habebo 
Mittam : poft paulo fcribit, fibi millia quinque 
Efle domi chlamydum : partem, vel tolkret omnes. 
g Exills domus eft, ubi non et multa fuperfunt, 
Et dominum fallunt, et profunt furibus. h ergo, 
Si res fola poteft facere et fervare beatum. 
Hoc primus repetas opus, hoc poftremus omittas. 
' Si fbitunatum fpecies et ^?l\\^ i^eftat, 
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Then *^ hire a Slave, or (if you will) a Lord, 100 

To do the Honours, and to give the word 5 

Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach. 

To whom ^ to nod, whom take into your Coach, 

Whom honour widi your hand : to make remarks. 

Who » rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 10 e 

•• This may be troublefome, is near the Chair: 

« That makes three Members, this can chufe a Mayor." 

Inftru6led thus, you bow, embrace, proteft, 

Adopt him n Son, or Coufin at the leaft. 

Then turn about, and <> laugh at your own Jeft. 

Or if your life be one continued Treat, 
If p to live well means nothing but to eat ; 
Up, up ! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day. 
Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny-prey ; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite— 115 
8oqRufrel did, but could not eat at night, 
Caird happy Dog 1 the Beggar at his door. 
And envy'd Third aiid Hunger to the Poor* 

• ■ ■ Or 

^ Mcrcemur fervum, qui di6let nomina, laevum 
Qui fodicet latus, et ^ cogat trans pondera dextnun 
Porrigere : n Hie multum in Fabia, ille Velina : 
Cui libet, is fiaifces dabit ; eripietque curule, 
Cui volet, importunus ebur » Frater, Pater, adde 1 
Ut cuique eft aetas, ita quemque *> facetus adopta. 
SiPbene qui coenat, benevivit; lucet: eamus 
Quo ducit gula : pifcemur, venemur, ut q olim 
Gargilius : qui mane plagas, venabula, &rvo%^ 
DiBkitum tranHre forum populumque '^vkbeWt^ 
Vol. II. p 
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pr (hall wV «vfry P^c^npy coofouj^d. 
Through Tavcni^, 5tew9, afld P^gnios take ouf rovm^ 
Go dine witli Ch^es^ in eact^ Vice outdo 
• K— I's lewd Cvgo^ or Ty— y'3 (pnfew. 
From Latian Syy^u^, French Circ^^ Feaft^, 
Retprn'd w«Jl travel'd, a»d trai^f9|iR'4 to 9^s, 
Or for a ^tlcd ?Mxri^> or fiprejgn Fl^mc, ^15 

Renounce our t CouAtrjT} apd 4^rad^ our Na«^ ? 

If, after all« we mv^ witl^ <> Wilxnot own^i 
The Cordial Drop of Life 19 JUnre a^Cy 
And 5wift cry wifely, «* Vive la f^gatellf I" 
The Man that loves and la^igh^ amil fure da well. 139 
w Adieu— if this s^4vi<;« ?P^ar the worft* 
E'en take the Counfel wjiich I gay^ you fv4 > 
Or better Precepts if yo^ ^va iipp^> 
Why do, V\\ follQw ^m vvith ^^\ ray fce^irt;. 

Unus ut e multis pep ulo fpe6btnte referret. 
Emtunv mulus aprum. r cnidi, tumidique lavemur^ 
Quid deceat, quid non, obliti ; Caerite cera 
Digni;. * remi^ium vitiofi^m Ithaceniis Uly^els 
Cui potfor' patrist fuit interdjf^a voluptas. 

^ Si, Mimnepni^s uti cenfet, fine amore j^QciCque 
Nil eft jucundum | viva,s in amore joc^fqu^. 

^Vive, vale. 6 quid novifti. reftiy^ ifti§^ 
Candidui upj^rti : (i p98„ lu% ^ere m^cuw^ 
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EPISTLE I. 

To AUGUSTUS. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

THS RoAoftiQiit of Hornet, ami die Jud^^neats 
paft in hU Epiftlc te AuguAus, fisemed fo fetfcn* 
mbk to tlie preient Tidtes, that I cevli not htlp apply- 
ing theqi to th« life of my own Country. The Audior 
thought them confiderable enough to addrefs them to 
kia Prince; whom he paints with ail the great and 
good qualittea d a Monarch, iq>on idiom the Romans 
d epe nd od for the Increaic of an ahfolute Empirs. But 
to maico the Poem entirely Englifli, I wat willing to 
add one or two of thofe which contribute te die Hiq>- 
pUMtft of a Free people, and are more confifteat with 
the Wtllare of our Nei^beuia. 

Thia Epiftle will Aiom die learned Worid to have 
fidkn mto Two miftakes : one, that Augi^s was a 
Patron of Poets in general j whereas he not only pro- 
hibited all but the Beft Writers to name him, but 
recommended that Care even to the Civil Magiibate : 
** Admonebat Praetores, ne paterentur Nomen fuum ob- 
«• folefieri," &c. The other, that this Piece was only a 
general Difcourfe of Poetry ; whereas it was an Apo- 
logy for the Poets, in order to rendei A-U^^afcoa ma» 
P 2, "^^^ 
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their Pati'on. Horace here pleads the Caufe of his Coir- 
temporaries, firfl againft the Tafte of the Town, whofe 
humour it was to magnify the Authors of the preceding 
Age ; fecondly againft the Court and Nobility, who en- 
coui-agcd only the Writers for the Theatre 5 and laftly 
againft the Emperor himielf» who had conceived them 
of little Ufe to the Government. He (hews (by a View 
of the Progrefs of Learning, and the Change of Tafte 
among the Romans) that the Introdu6Hon of the Polite 
Arts of Greece had given the Writers of his Time great 
advantages over their Predeceftbrs $ that their Morals 
were much improved, and the licence of thofe ancient 
Poets reftrained « that Satire and Comedy were become 
more juft and ufeful ; that whatever extravagances were 
left on the Stage, were oewing to the 111 Tafte of the 
Nobility; that Poets, under due Regulations, wereiB 
many refpe6ls ufeful to the State ; and concludes, that 
it was upon them the Emperor himfelf muft depend, for 
his fame with Pofterity. 

We may farther learn from this Epiftle, that Horace 
made his Court to this Great Prince, by writing with a 
decent Freedom towards him, with a juft Contempt of 
his low Flatterers, and with a manly Regard to his own. 
Charadler.. 
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EPISTLE I. 

. To AUGUSTUS. 

TT7HILE you, great Patron of Mankind ! « fuftain 
^ ^ The balanced World, and open all the Main j 
Vour Country, chief, in Arms abroad defend } 
At Home, with Moral*, Arts, and Laws aniend ; 
* How (hall the Mufe, from fuch a Monarch, fteal 5 
An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 

« Edward and Henry, now the Boaft of Fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more d facred Name, 
Alter a Life of generous toils endur'd. 
The Gaul fubdued, or Propeity fecur'd, 10 

Ambition humbled, mighty cities ftoiiu'd. 
Or Laws eftablifli'd, and the world reform'd j 

Clos'd 



EPISTOLA I. 

Ad AUGUSTUM. 

A^ U M tot a fuftineas et tanta negotia folus, 
^^ Res Italas armis tuteris, moribus omes, 
Le^us emendes $ in ^ publica commoda, peccem, 
Si longo fermone morer tua tempora, Caefar. 

« Romulus, et Liber pater, et cum Caftpre Pollux, 
Poft ingentia fafta, d Deoi-um in templa recepti. 
Bum terras hominumque colunt genus^ af^ra belU 
Component, a^vos adilgnant, oppida cotvd>MiX.\ 

P3 



e ClosM their long Glories with a figh, to And 

Th* unwilling GlFatltude of bafo mankind ! 

All human Virtue, to its lateft breath, 25 

f Finds Envy never conquer'd^ but by Death* 

The great Alcides, every Labour paft. 

Hid ftill this Monfter to fubdue at laft. 

s Sure fate of all, beneath whofe rifing ray 

Each ftar of meaner merit fades away ! t9 

Opprefs'd we feel the beam direftly beat, 

Thofe Suns of Glory plcafe not till they fet. 

To thee, the World its prefent homage pays. 
The H^rveft early, * but mature the praife : 
Great Friefkd of Liberty ! in Kings a Name t$ 

Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame * t 
tVhofe Word is Truth, as ifecred and rever'd, 
^ As Heaven*s own Oracles from Altars heard. 
Wonder of Kings ! like whom, to mortal eyes 
^ None e'er has rifen, and none e'er fliall rife. 30 

Juft 

« Ploravere fuis non refpondere favorem 
Speratum mentis, diram qui contudit Hydram, 
Notaque fatali portenta labore fubegit, 
Comperit ' invidiam fuprevmr fine domari, 
t Urit enim fiilgoi'e fuo, qui pracgravat artes 
Infi-a ft pofitas t cxtitt6hi8 attabitur idem. 

^ Praefenti tiW maturos largimiu* honores, 
' Jilrandafque tuum per numen ponimus aras, 
^ Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 
Sed tuus hoc populuft {apietv* ct \wfta% in uno, 
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Juft In one inftance, bd H j^ confeft 
Your Peo^, 8ir> M parti^ lhih6rtAi 
Foes to all Imng; W6tth txtk^ ^our ovim^ 
And Adfbfcates for fblly dfistd ^d gott. 
Authors, Kke coins, gi-6w dear as they gr6W dd ; 35 
It is the ruft we value, not the gold. 
1 Chsucer's ^^rft ribakhy Is Idam'd by rot^. 
And beaftty Skehon Jieads di houles quote t 
One likes no language bdt the Faery Queen $ 
A Scot will ^lght for Ckatti Kirk o' the Gi-een : .\jf40 
And each true BrftoA h to ien Co 6vil, ' 

" He fwears the Mufes met him at the Devil. 

Though jrfly n Greit^ hrf- feldeft fons adriiires, 
Why ihoitld not-v^e be ^\tet than ottr fite« f 

In 



Caetcra nequacfuain fhnili itifiohe modbcjue 
Afefthnat i et, nifi quae terris femota fuifque 
Temporibus defun^hi videt, faftidit et odit : 
1 Sic £lutor vetenm/f, et tabulas peccare vetantes 
Qjias bis quin^ tiri ftftiterunt, foedera regum* 
Vel OiAiili ?cl cum rigidb «^«ta*6abittis, 
Pondfitum libros, anhoft iroluniina Vatum, 
"DiAitet Alba^O Mufas in inonte locutas. 

Si, quiai^Graionim funt antiquiflima quaeque 
Scripcai vel optima, Roman! penfantur eadem 
Scriptores trutina ; non eft quod multa loquamur : 
Nil intra eft oleam, nil extra eft in nuce duri. 
Venimus ad funmnim fortunae : pin^mus, atc^ue 

P4 
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In every Public Virtue we excdl j 45 

We build, we paint, owe fing, we dance as well, . 
And P learned Athens to our art muft ftoop, 
Could fhe behold us tumbling through a hoop. 

If 1 Time improve our Wits' as welt'aa Wine, 
Say at what age a Poet gi'ows divine ? '^ ' 5P 

Shall we, or fhall we hot, account him fo. 
Who dyM, perhaps, an hundred years ago ? 
End all difpute ; and fix the year precife- 
When Britiih bards begin t' immortalize ? 

** Who lafts a ^ century can have no flaw, 55 

« I hold that Wit a Claflic, good in law/* 

Suppofe he wants a year, will you compound? 
And fhall we deem him s Ancient, right and found. 
Or damn to all eternity at once. 
At ninety-nine, a Modem and a Dunce ? 60 

<* We fhall not quarrel for a year or two ; ' 

<* By ^ courtefy of England, be may do.'' 

Then, 

o Pfullimus, et p lu^lamur Achivis do^ius unAis. 
Si 1 meliora dies, ut vina, poemata reddit; 
Scire velim, chartis pretium quotus arroget annus. 
Scrlptor ab hinc annos centum qui decidit, inter 
Pcrfe«51os veterefque referri debet, an inter 
Viles atque novos ? excludat jurgia finis. 
EH: vctus atque probus. i^ centum qui pcrficit annos. 
Quid ? qui dcpcriit minor uno raenfe vel anno. 
Inter quos referendus erit ?' « veterefne poetas. 
An quos et praeftns et poftera refpuat aetas ? 
J/ic quidcm vetcres intei ^ti^\»x^\^Qx^^^^* 



Ep. I. IMITATIONS OF HORACE. tiy 

Th«n, by the rule that made the v Horfe-tail bare, 
1 pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt v down Ancients like a heap of fnow : 65 
VThile you, to meafure merits, look in « Stowe^ 
And, eftimating authors by the year, 
JBeftow a Garland only 6n a TBier« 

^Shakefpeare (whom you and every Playhoufe bill 
Style the divine, the matchlefs, what you will) 76 
For gain, not glory, wing*d his roving flight, 
And grew Immortal in his own deipight. 
Ben, old and poor, as little feemM to heed 
* The Life to come, in every Poet's Creed. 
Who now reads * Cowley ? if he plcafes yet, 75 

His Moral pleafes, not his pointed wit $ 
Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 
But ftill c I love the language of his heart. 

«< Yet furely, d furely, thefe were famous men ! 
** What boy but hears the fayings of old Ben } 80 

"In 

Qui vcl menfe brevi, vel toto eft junior anno. 

Utor permifTo, caudaeque pilos ut ° equinae 
Pauladm vello : et demo unum, demo et item unum ; 
Dum cadat elufus ratione ^ mentis acervi. 
Qui redit in x faftos, et virtutem aeftimat annis, 
Miraturque nihil, nifi quod y Libitina facravit. 

«£nnius et fapiens, et fortis, et alter Homeru8> 
Ut critici dicunt, leviter curare videtur 
Quo a promifla cadant, et fomnia Pythagorea. 
^Naevius in manibus non eftj ate mentibus hacret 
Pcne rccens : ^udeo ian6luin eft vet»* omnt ^QewK% 
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« Is all « debMel whtire Critics bear a pdUt, 
« Not one but toodej and talks of Jorifon's Art, 
«* Of Shakcij^eare's Nature^ and of Cowley*t Wit; 
«< How Scatunoat's judgment checked what FlettbAr 

« writ; 
« How Shadwell hafty, Wycherly was flow | t| 

*' But) for tke PaffionS» Southerae fiire and R6fre. 
** Theftf f oaly thefe^ fup|M>rt the crowded ftage, 
*« From eldeft He^wood d6wn to Cibbfcr's ^e/' 
All this may be 9 IS the peof^le^^ Voice is odd. 
It is, and it is Aot, the voice of God. 90 

To ^ Gammer Gurton if it give the bays. 
And yet deny the Carelefs Hultemd ptfaife^ 
Or fay our Fathers never broke a rulej 
Why then, I fay, the Public t^ & fool. 
But let them own, that greater Faults than ^*e 95 

They had, and greater Virtues, I'H agrefe. 

SpttKf 

- * . . ■ - — —^^ 

Ambigitur « quoties, uter utro fit prior j aufert 

Pacuvius do£U famam fenis, Accius alti : 

Dicitur Afrant toga convenifle Menandro : 

Plautus ad exemplar Siculi properare Epiaharmt 

Vincere Caecilius gravitate, Terentius arte : 

Hos edlTcit, et hos ar6lo fHpata theatro 

•Spe^bit &oma potens ; ^ habet hos numeratque postas 

Ad Aoftrum tempus, Livi fcriptoris ab aevo. 

g Interdum vulgus reftum videt: eft ubi peccat. 

Si h veteres ita miratUr laudatque poetas, 

Ut nihil anteferati nihW \l!ii% coisviidx«X\ tict^v 
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Spenfer himfelf affeas the i Chf(Aet9, 

And Sydnej'ff Tdrft hkks iU on ^ Roifiifi fett i 

Milton*s ftrang pkibn now not Heaven can bound) 

Now Serpetit-likey in: i pn>& he fweeps the grovnd^ h>4 

In Qiiibbles^ Angel aad Archangel join. 

And God the Father turns a Schdbt-divine. 

^ Not diat I'd lop the Beauties from his book, 

Like » flafhing Bentley with bis defperate hook. 

Or dams aM Skakefpeare, like th* afiefted Foot le j 

At cour^ ^tfho hates whatever he o read at fchoot. 

But for the Wits of either Chsorles^s days. 
The Mob of Gentlemen who wi^e with Eafe^ 
Spratf Carewy Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling fiars the Mifcellanies o*er) i#4 

One Simile^ that P fblitary (bines 
]Q#ie drydeftit of a thoufand biK^es, 
Or 4 lengthen^ Thought that gleams through mxaf ^ 

If ge,^ 
Has fkii6Ufy*d whole poems for an age. 

I ier» 

*— ■■ ■ ■ ■ ^ 

Si quaedam ii«mis ^ andque, fi pleraque ^ dure 
Diceii cndit eos, ^ ignave multa f&tetur f 
£t ia^ dt neoum facit, et Jove judicat aequo. 
B Non equidem infe^br, delendaque carmina Livl 
Efle reoxv m<mini qoas ** plagof&m <> mihi pasvo 

Orbilivm di^hire i 

fed emendata videri 
Pulchraque, et exa^s minimum diftaatia, miror i 
Inter quae P verbum emicuit ii forte decorumt 
Sj 9 varfUBpauJo coacinnior uaut tt a\ttt *• 
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' I lofe my patience, and I own It too, 115 

When works arecenfurM, not as bad, but newj 

Whilfc, if our Elders break all reafbn^s laws, 

Thefe fools demand not pardon, but Applaufe. 

■ On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal blow, 

If I but a(k if any we«d can grow ; is» 

One Tragic fentence if I dare deride. 

Which ' Betterton*8 grave a£^ion dignifyM, 

Or well-mouth 'd Booth with emphafis proclaims, 

(Though but, perhaps, a mufter-roU of Names) 

How will our Fathers xile up in a rage, »5 

And fwear, all (hame is loft in George's Age I 

You'd think " no Fools difgrac'd the former rdgnt 

Did not fome grave Examples yet remain. 

Who fcorn a Lad ihould teach his father fkill. 

And, having once been wrong, will be fo ftill. 130 

He, who to feem more deep than you or I, 

Extols old Bard9, ^ or Merlin's Prophecy, 

Miftake 

Injufte totum ducit venditque poema. 

' Indig^or quidquam reprehenJi, non quia crafle 
Compofitum, illepideve putctur, fed quia nuper; 
Ncc veniam antiquis, fed honorem et praemia pofci. 

' Re6lc necne crocum florefque perambulet Attat 
Fabula, (i dubitem ; clamant periiffe pudorem 
Cun6li pene patres : ea cum reprehendere coner, 
Quat ^ gravis Aefopus, quae do6lus Rofcius egit. 
Vel quia nil " ref^um, nifi quod placuit fibi, ducunt; 
Vel quia turpe putant parcre minoribus, et quae 
Imbei'hi didicere, fenw Y^tAtivAaL ^^\m. 
Jam ^ Saliai-e Kumat cwmtt^ c^\\v\^\.> €^.*^^^ 
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Miftake hlin not ; he enviesy not adniiresy 

Andy to debafe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 

< Had ancient times confpirM to difallow x^^ 

What then <wa8 new, what had been ancient now } 

Or what remain'd, fo worthy to be read 

By learned Critics, of the mighty Dead ? 

y In Days of Eafe, when now the weary Sword 
Was iheath*d, and Luxury widi Charles reftorM $ 140 
In every tafte of foreign Courts improved, 
« All, by the King*6 Example, liv'd and lof 'd/* 
Then Peers grew proud * in Horfemanihip t' excel, 
Kewmarket*s Glory rofe, as Britain^s fell ; 
The Soldier breath'd the Gallantries of France, 14^ 
And every flo^^ry Courtier wnt Romance. 
Then » Marble, foften'd into life, grew warm» 
And yielding Metal fiow'd to human form : 
Lely on b animated Canvas ftoLe 
The fleepy Eye, that fpoke the melting foul. 1 50 

No 

Quod mecum ignorat, folus vult fcire videri ; 
Ingeniis non ille favet plauditque fepultis, 
Nofira fed impngnat, nos noflraque lividus odit, 

* Quod ii tarn Graecis novitas invifa fuiflet, 
Q^iam nobis $ quid nunc efTet vetus ? aut quid haberet^ 
Quod legcret terei-etque viritim publicus ufus ? 

y Ut primum pofitis nugari Graecia bellis 
Coepity et in vitium fortuna labier aequa ; 
Nunc athletarum ftudiis, nunc arfit z equorum 
« Mannoris aut ebori^ fabros aut aeris ^ancwj\\.\ 
Su/pcndit b pi^sL YMlUxm mentemque tu)dt\\a\ 
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No wonder then, when lU w»i lore and ijfxiit^ 
The willing Mufes were debauchM at Court t 
On c each enenrate firing they taught the nole 
To pantt or tremble through an Eunuch^s throat* 

But ^ Britain, changeful as a Child at play, 155 

Now calls-in Princes, ^nd now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov*d we h^te | 
Noiv all for Pleafore, now for Church or State } 
Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws j 
£fFe6(s unhappy ! from a Noble Caufe. ifo 

e Time was, a fober Englilhman would knock 
His fervants up, and rife by £ve o^clock, 
Xnftru^l his Family in every rule, 
And fend his Wife to Church, his Son to School. 
To f worOiip like his Fathers, was his care 3 1^5 

To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir j 
To prove, that Luxury eould never hold j 
And place, on good g Security, his Gold, 

No«r 



Nunc c tibicinibus, nunc eft gavifa tragoedis : 
d Sub nutrice puelia velut fi luderet in^s» 

Quod cupide petiit, mature plena reliquit. 

Quid placet, aut odio eft, quod non mutabile qredat? 

Hoc paces habuere bonae, ventique fecundi. 
« Romae dulce diu fuit et folemne, reclufa 

Mane domo vigilare, clienti promere jura j 

Scriptos f nominibus rcflis expendcre numinos i 

g Majores audire, minori dicere, per quae 
Crcfcere res pgffet, mmuv damnQ^^Yi^yA^^^ 
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Now times ar^ changed, and one ^ Poetic Itch 

Ha^ feiz'd the Court aiid City, poor and rich : 97^ 

Sons, Sires, and GrandfireSi all will weai* the bays. 

Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 

To Theatres and to Rehearfals throng. 

And all our Grace at table is a Song. 

I, irho {q oft renounce the Mufes, i lye, 175 

Not -^— "s felf e'er tells more Fibbs thau H % 

When &ek qf Mufe, o^r folUes we deplorQ, 

And prQi|[|ife our heft Fdends Xo rhymo UQ more i 

Wc wake next morning in a r^gipg fit, 

A^ call for pen s^nd ink to (how our Wit. i^ 

k He fervM a Trenticeflxip, who fets up Jt^pp ; 
Ward tryM on Puppies, and the Poor, his I>r^p | 
By'n 1 RadclilTs Oo^lors ti-avel firft to Franee, 
Kor dare to pr^^fe tUt they Ve leam'd to dance. 
V^ builds a Bridge that never drove a pile ? 1)5 

(Should Ripley ventm^, all the world would fmile) 
But m thoie who cannot write, and thofe who can. 

All rhyme, an4 fcrawl^t ^^d (cribble, to a naan. 

Yet, 

Mutavit mentem populus levis, ^ et calet uno 

Scribondi ftudio : puerique patreique (everi 

Fronde comas vin6^i coenant, et carmina di6lant. 

Ipfe ego, qui nullos me aiHrmo fcribere verfns, 

Invenior * Parthis mendacior 5 et prius orto 

Sole vigil, calamum et chartas et fcnnia pofco. 

^ Navem agere ignarus navis timet : abrotonum aegre 

Mon audet, nifi qui didicit, dare : quod mediconun eft, 

Promittunt * mediei 1 tra^hmt fabrilia fabti •. 

" Scn'bimus iado&j do^ique poemata paS&Ri« 
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Yet, Sir, n reflcft, the mifchlef is not great; 
Thefe Madmen never hurt the Church or State 5 j 
Sometimes the Folly bene/itt mankind $ 
And rarely Avarice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow hinl but his * plaything of a Pen, 
He ne*er rebels, or plots, like other men : 
q Flight of Caihiers, or Mobs, he'll never mindj i 
And knows no lofles while the Mufe is kind. 
To ' cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter ; 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre. 
Enjoys his Garden and his Book in quiet ; 
And then— a perfe£l Hermit in his • diet. » 

Of little ufe the Man you may fuppofe. 
Who fays in verfe what others fay in profe | 
Yet let me fliow, a Poet 's of fome weight, 
And (' though no Soldier) ufeful to the State. 
^ What will a Child learn fooner than a fong? t 
What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or ihort, each accent where to place, 
And fpeak in public with (bme fort of grace. 

Ifcai 

° Hie error tamen et levis haec infania, quantas 
Virtutes heabeat, fie collige : vatis « avarus 
Non temerc eft animas : P verfus amat, hoc ftudet anm 
Deti'imenta, q fugas fervorum, incendia ridet ; 
Non r fraudem focio, puerove incogitat uUam 
Pupillo ? vivit filiquis, et pane fecundo • ; 
t Mllitiae quanquam piger et malus, utilis urbi } 
5/ dsu hoc, parvis quoque rebus magna juvari i 
* Os tencrum pucri baVb\wjw\>3Lfc ^ci^xa. ^^t^Xv 
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ce can think him fuch a worthlefs things 

9 he praife fome Monfter of a King : 210 

rtue, or Religion turn to fpoit, 

cafe a lewd, or unbelieving Court, 

ppy Dryden ! — In all Charles's days, 

ininion only boafts unfpotted bays ; 

in our own (excufe fome Courtly ftams} 215 

hiter page than Addifon remains, 

' from the tafte obfcene reclaims our youth, 

fets the Paflions on the fide of Truth, 

s the foft bofom with the gentleft art, 

pours each human Virtue in the heait. 220 

reland tell, how Wit upheld her caufe, 

rade fupported, and fupplied her laws ; 

leave on Swift this grateful verfe engrav'd, . 

be Rights a Court attacked, a Poet fav'd." 

Id the hand that wrought a Nation's cure, 225 

:h'd to X relieve the Idiot and the Poor, 

1 Vice to brand, or injured Worth adorn, 

r ftretch the Ray to ages yet unborn. 

but there are, who merit other palms j 

Lins and Stemhold glad the heait with Pfalms : 2 30 

z Boys and Girls whom charity maintains, 

ore your help in thefe pathetic ftrains : 

How 

uet V ab obfcoenis jam nunc fermonibus aurem j 
etiam pefhis praeceptis format amicis, 
ritatis, et invidiae correftor, et irae 5 
s fa6la refert ; / orienda tempora notis 
ait exemplis ; x inopem folatur etaegi-um. 
s cum 2 pueris ignara pnella xaaxxXx 
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How could Devotion ^ touch the country pewt, 
Unler$ the Gods beftow'd a proper Mu& ? 
Verfe cheers their leifure, Verfe ai&ftt their work, 135 
Verfe prays for Puice, or fings down c Pope and Tmk. 
The filencM Preacher yields to potent ftrain> 
And feels that grace his prayer bc|bnght in vain } 
The bleffii^ thrills through all the labooring dinagy 
And <> Heaven is won by Vioknct of Song. s4S 

Our e rural Anceftors, with little bleft. 
Patient of labour when the ead was reft> 
Indulged the day that housed their annual gnun« 
With feaftsy and oflMogSy and a thankful ftrains 
^he joy theirwivesy their ions, and fervaatt htutf H§ 
Eafe of their toil> and partners of their care : 
The laugh, the jeft, attendants on the bow]. 
Smoothed every brow, 9Md opened eveiy foul t 

With 

Difceret unde i» preces, vatem ni Mufa dedlflet ? 

Pofcit opem chorus, et praefentia numina fen6t ; 

Coeleftes implorat aquas, dofta prece blandus ; 

Avertit morbos, « metuenda pericula pelHt| 

Impetrat et paoem, et loetrpleteiB frugibus annum. 

^ Carmine IX fuperi placantur, carmine Manes. 
« Agrfeolae prifci, foites, parvoque beati, 

Condita poft fnunenta, kvan^ tempore ft^<^ 

Corpus et ipfum ^hilnuin,^ finit dura £ereataB» 

Cum fociis operum pueris et CQi^juge fi4a» 

Tellurem porco, Silvanum la£U piabaat» 
Floribut et vino Gemum memoran brevii ^L 
Piicefiiijjiaper huncittvtnt&Uowi^t&ofinn. 
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\yith growing years the pleaiing Licence grew. 

And ^ Taunts alternate innocently flew. 150 

But Times corrupt, and e Natuie ill-inclin^dy 

Produced the point that left a iUng behind | 

Till, friend with friend, and famiiies at ftrife, 

Tritunphant Malice ragM through private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or fearM it, took th' alarm, 255 

Appealed to Law, and Ju^celent her anon. 

At length, by wholefome b' dread of ftatutes bound. 
The Poets leamM to pleafe, and hot to wound : " 
Moft w3|rp'd to i Flattery's fide j bi^Vomey'more nice, 
Prefenr*d the fresdom, and forebore the vice. 160 

Hence Satire rofe, that juft the medium hit. 
And heals with morals what it hurts with Wit. 

^ We conquerM France, but felt our Captive's charms ; 
JSor Arts vi6lorious triumphed o'er our Arms $ 

Bntain 

' Verfibus altemis opprobria nifHca iudit ; 
Libertafque recurrentes accepta per anaos 
X.uiit amabiliter : s donee jam faevusjpertam 
In rabiem coepit verti jocus, et per Soneftas 
Ire domos impune minaz. doluere cruento 
Dente lacefliti : fuit intafUs quoque cura 
Conditione fuper communi : ^ quin etiam lex 
Poenaque lata, malo quae nollet canaine qutaquam 
Defcribi. vertere modem, formidlne fiiftis 
Ad ^ bene dicejMhim, dele^andumque reda^i. 
^ Graecia capta ferum vi£lorem cepit, et artes 
Intolit agrelH Latio. fie horndus ille 
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Britain to foft refinements lefs a foe, 165 

Wit grew polite, and ^ Numbers learnM to flow. 

Waller was fmooth 5 but Diyden taught to join 1 

The vaiying verfc, the full refounding line, > 

The long majeftic March, and Energy divine. J 

Though ftill fome traces of our n» ruftic vein 270 

And fplayfoot verfe remained, and will remain. 

Late, very late, corre6lnefs grew our care. 

When the tirM Nation » breathed from civil war. 

ExaA o Racine, and Corneille*s noble fire, 

Show'd us that France had fomething to admire. 275 

Not but theP Tragic fpirit was our own. 

And full in Shakefpeare, fair in Otway (hone ; 

But Otway fail'd to polifh or refine. 

And ^ fluent Shakeipeare fcarce effaced a line. 

Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, a?o 

The lalt and greateft Art, the Ait to blot. 

Some 



Dcfluxit 1 numenis Saturnius, et grave virus 
Munditiae pepulere : fed in longum tamen aevum 
Manfei-unt, hodicque manent, m veftigia ruris. 
Serus enim Graccis admovlt acumina chartis $ 
Et poft. " Punica bella quietus quaerere coepit. 
Quid ^ Sophocles et Thefpis et i\cfchylus utile ferrcnti 
Tcntavit quoque rem, fi digne vertere pofFet : 
Et placuit fibi, natura fublimis et acer : 
Nam P fpirat tragicum fatis, et feliciter audet : 
Jjcd 1 tuipem putat infcite metuitque lituram* ' 
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e doubty if equal pains, or equal fire, 
: ' humbler Mufc of Comedy require. 

in known Images of life, I guefs 

labour greater, as th' indulgence lefs «, ^85 

;rve how feldom ev''n the beft fucceed : 

me if ' Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed ? 
at pert low Dialogue has Farquhar writ ! 
f Van wants grace, who never wanted wit ! 

ftage how loofely ^ does Aftrxa tread, 290 

fairly puts all Characters to bed ! 

1 idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 
nake poor Pinkey ^ eat with vaft applaufe 1 
fill their * purfe, our Poet's work is done, 

:e to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 295 

you! whom l Vanity's light bark conveys 
Fame's mad voyage by the wind of praife, 
h what a fhlfting gale your courfe you ply, 
ever funk too low, or borne too high ! 

Who 

reditur, ex r medio quia res arceflit, habere 
>ris minimum ; fed habet Comoedia tanto 
; oneris, quanto veniae minus ». afpice, Plautus 
pa^o t partes t\itetur amantis ephebi, 
>atris attenti, lenonis ut infidiofi : 
ntus (it Do^ennus ^ edacibus in para{iti»; 
m ^ non aftri6lo percurrat pulpita focco. 
it enim « nummum in loculos demittere : pcft hoc 
irus, cadat an re6lo (let fabula talo. 
uem tulit ad fccnam y ventofo gloria curru> 
iimzt lentus /peflator, fedulus mftat •. 
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Who pants for glory finds but fliort repofe, ''^iSJl, 

A bi-eath revives hjm, or a breath overthrows. " "^-^ 

» Farewell the ftagc ! if juft as thrives the play. 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

* There ftill remains, to mortify a Wit, 
The many-headed Monfter of the Pit ; 305 

A fenfelefs, worthlefs, and unhonoar*d crowd : 
Who, *> to difturb their betters mighty proud. 
Clattering their fticks before ten lines are fpoke. 
Call for the Farce, « the Bear, or the Black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons Farce affords ! 310 

Ever the Tafte of Mobs, but now ^ of Lords | 
(Tafte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
l^rom heads to ea^, and now from ears to eyes) 
The Play ftands ftill ^ damn aftion and difcourfe. 
Back fly the fcenes, and enter foot, * and horfc ; 315 

Pageants 

Sic leve, fie pannim eft, animum quod laudis avamm 
Submit, ac reficit : » valeat res ludicra, fi me 
Palma negata macrum, donata reducit opimum. 
a Saepe etiam audacem fiigat hoc terretque poctam 
Quod numero plures, virtute et honore mlnores 
Indo^, ftolidique, et b depugnare parati 
Si difcordet eques, media inter carmina poTcunt 
Aut c urfum aut pugiles : his nam plebecula gaudc^ 
Venmi ^ equitis quoqiie jam migravit a]} aure volupCU 
Omnis, ad incertos oculos, et gaudia vana. 
Quatuor aut plures aulaea j^remuntur in boras ; 
I>um /ugiunt « cquitum twnnae, ^\X>xaiQ^ cas^rvae : 
S^uc cral^'tur manibus regum fott>xn3Li^^3a^%\ 
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ants on pageants, in long order drawn, 

8, Heralds, Bi/hops, Eimin, Gold and Lawn $ 

Champion too ! and, to complete die ^eft, 

Edward^s AnnoQrl)eam8 on Cibber^s breaft. 

ti f laughter fure J>eBBocritii8 had dy^d, ^so 

lie beheld an Audience gape {o wide. 

Bear 48: t Elephant be e^er fo white, 

people, fure, the people are the fight 1 

lucklefs ^ Poet ! ftretch thy lungs and roar, 

t Bear or Elephant 'fludl heed thee more i 325 

ilc all its i throats the gallery eictends, 

I all the Thunder of ihe Pit afcends I 

d as the Wolves, on ^ "Oreads ftormy Aecfi^ 

r\ to thie Toarings of the Northern de^. 

I is Ihe ftout^ the long-i^iplauding note, ^^o 

^ia^s high plume, or 01cUield*s ^ petticoat-; 

Or 

da feftinant, pilenta, petoirita, naves ; 
dvum portatur ebur, captiva Corinthus« 
foret in terris, tidtret Democritus ; feu 
srfum confiifa gtnvs panthera oamelo, 
: g elephasalbus vulgi converteret onu 
SUretrp^^ulumhidis-attMitius ^fis, 
ibi praebentwn ^mo ^e^Ucula.^ura s 
ptores autem ti-aattareiputaret afello 
ellamfurdo. namiyaaeipervinctfiev^es 
luere fonum,«»^erttnt-4ueiBiiaftra theatra? 
aiganum'mugirQputasiieinus, aut mare Tufcum. 
ito cnm-ftfopituludi^eAantur, et actes, 
ritiaequc per€ffdz»e : ^fiubiift i^iC^^tiMk?^^ 
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Or when from Court a birth-day fuit beftowM, 

Sinks the " loft Aftor in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters — ^hark ! the univerfal peal 1 

** But has he fpoken ?'• Not a fyllable. 335 

What (hook the ftage, and made the people ftare f 

" Cato*8 long wigy flower*d gown, and lacquer*d chaiff 

Yet, left you think I railly more than teach, 
Or praife malignly Arts I cannot reach. 
Let me for once prefume f inftrufl the times, jlQ 

To know the Poet from the man of rhymes : 
^Tis he who gives my breaft a thoufand pains. 
Can make me feel each Paflion that he feigns ; 
Inrage, cpmpofe, with more than magic Art, 
With pity, and with terror, tear my heart 5 $45 

And fnatch me, o'er the earth, or through the air. 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 

P But not this part of the Poetic ftate 
Alone, dcfeiTcs the favour of the Great ; 

think 

Cum ftctit in fcena, concunit dextcra lacvae. 
Dixit adhuc aliquid ? nil fane. Qitid placet ergo ? 
n Lana Tarentino violas imitata veneno. 
Ac ne forte putes me, quae facere ipfe recufem, 
Cum reflc traflent alii, laudare maligne ; 
I lie per ex ten turn funem mihi poflTe videtur 
Ir^ pocta ; ** meum qui peflus inaniter angit, 
Irritat, mulcet, falfis terroribus implet, 
Ut magnus j et modo me Thebis, modo ponit Atheniif 
P Verum age, ct his, qui fc leftori credere malunt, 



i:p. I. IMITATIONS OF HORACE. tjj 

Think pf thofe Authors, Sir, who would rely 350 

Vlore on a Reader's fenfe, than Gazer's eye. 

Dr who (hall wander where the Mufes fing ?. 

iVho climb their mountain, or who tafte their Tpring i 

flow ihail we fill 1 a Library with Wit, 

iyhcn Merlin's Cave is half unfurnifh'd yet? 355 

My Liege ! why Writers little claim your thought, 
[ guefsj and, with their leave, will tell the faults 
We »". Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 
Of all mankind, the creatures moft abfurd : 
The « feafon, when to come, and when to go, 360 
To fing, or ceafe to fing, we never know 5 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 
V'ou lofe your patience juft like other men. 
rhen too we hurt ourfelves, when, to defend 
^ • fingle verfe, we quarrel with a friend j 365 

lepeat « unaflc'd ; "^ lament, the Wit's too fine 
' or vulgar eyes, and point out every line 5 
^ut moft, when, ftraining with too weak a wing, 

V'c needs will write Epiftles to the King ; 

And 

•uram impende brevem : fi q munus Apolline dignum 
is complere libris j et vatibus addere calcar, 
'^tftudio majore petant Helicona virentem. 

r Multa quidem nobis facimus mala faepe poetae, 
Ut vineta egomet caedam mea) cum tibi librum 
Solicito damns, aut fefib : cum laedimur, < unum 
I quis amicomm eft aufus reprendere verfum : 
um loca jam « recitata i*evolvimus irrevocati : 
•nm ▼ kmcntstmur non S4>parere laboTe% 
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AVid X froYh ^ fboihent ^e obligt the town, 
£xpe£l a place, or Pcnfion from the Crown ; 
Or, dubb'd HiHorians by exprefs command^ 
T' iehi^ll jiStiT triumphs o'er the Teas and land. 
Be caird to Court to plan fome work divine, 
•A« once for Louis, Boilelu and Racine. 

Vet> thiftik, great Sir ! (fo many Virtues (hown 
Ah fhlfAc, ^hat t^obt bcA mky make them known ? 
Or chufe at lead fottte Minifter of "Grace, 
Fit to bcftow the * L'aureat's w^iglity place. 

^ Chai4e», to lafte times to be ti*anfmitted fair, 
AiTignM his figure to Bernini's care ; 



Nofh'os, et tehui dedu^a poemata filo j 
Cum X iperamns eb rem venturam> ut, iimul atque 
Carmina refcieris nos fingere, commodus ultro 
Arceflks, ct^giereTetes, et fcribere cbgas. 
Sed tamen eft 7 operae prettum cognofcere, qutks 
'AeHituos habeat belli fpeflata domique 
Virtus, » indigrto noh committ^dapoietase. 
a Giiitus Alextmdro regi Magno-fiutiHe 
Choerilus, incultis qui verfibus et male'natk 
Rettulit acceptos, regale mihiifma, »I%tl}ppos. 
Sed vehm trafhita notam labemqtie remittunt 
Atramenta, fere fcriptpres carmine foedo 
Splendida fa6bi Hnnnt. idem r^*ille, poema 
Qui tam rxdicuhmi tani care prbdsg^ emit, 
£di£^o vetuit, ne quis fe-practerApfeHem 
Pingent, aut alins'Ly&i^-^SwfctiBtt aeta 
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And b ^-e^t Uzffkh to ICneller^s hiand ^eci^ 

To fix him grateful oh tKe bounding Steed j 

So wen in paint aiid jftohe t!hey )uc!g*d olF nderit : 

Buit Icings in Wit may want difcerhing Spirit. '3^5 

The Hero Willianiy and the Martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, 'and one penfionM Qu^leis } 

Which made old Ben and Airly Dennis f^trtaiTf 

^< Ko Lord*8 anointed, but a c Ruflian Bear.'* 

Not with fuch ^ majefty, fuch bold relieif, 390 

The Forms auguft, of King, or conquering Chief, 
£*er fweird on marble j as in verfe have (hinM 
(Inpolilh*d verfe) the manners and the Mind. 
C(h t could I mopfit on the Mxonian Wing, 
Your « Anns, your A6lions, your Repofe to fing ! 395 
Mliat f feas you travers'd, aind what fields you fought ! 
Your Country*8 Peace, how oft, 'hx>w dearly bought ! 

How 

Fortis ^ Alexandri vultum iimulantia. quod ii 
Judicium fubtile videndis artibus illud 
Ad libros et ad haec Mufarum dona vocares'i 
^ Boeotum in craflb jurares aere natum. 

[At neque dedecorant tua de fe judicia, atque 
^unera quae multa dantis cum laude tulerunt> 
X>ile^ tibi, Vifgilius Variulque poetae ;] 

Nee magis expreffi ^ vultus per ahenea figna, 
^^am per vatis opus mores animique virorum 
Clararom apparent, nee fermones ego mallem 
llepelitea per humum» ^ quam res componere geftas, 
Tcrrarumque ^ fitus ct fiumina.dicere, ct arccs 
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How e barbaix>us rage fubfided at your word» 

And Nations wonderM while they dropped the (word ! 

How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep, 400 

•» Peace ftole her wing, and wrapt the world in flcepj 

Till earth's exti'emes your mediation own. 

And * Aiia's Tyrants tremble at your Throne— 

But ^ Vcrfe, alas ! your Majefty difdains j 

And I'm not us'd to Panegyric ftrains : 405 

The Zeal of ' Fools o£Fends at any time. 

But moft of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 

Befides, a fate attends on all I wiite. 

That when I aim at pi-aife, they fay » I bite. 

A vile " Encomium doubly ridicules : 410 

There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a » wofiil likenefs ; and if lyes, 

** Praife undeferv'd is fcandal in diiguife :" 



WcU 



Montibus impofitas, et s barbara regna, tuifque 
Au/piciis totum ^ confe^la duclla per orbem, 
Clauftraque ^ cuftodem pacis cohibentia Janum, 
Et i formidatam Parthis, te principe, Romam : 
Si quantum cuperem, polfem quoque. fed neque parvum 
^ Carmen majeftas recipit tua ^ nee meus audet 
Rem tentare pudor, quam vires ferre recufent. 
Sedulitas autem l ftulte, quem diligit, urget ; 
Praecipue cum fe numeris commendat et arte. 
Difcit enim cidus, meminitque libentius illud 
Quod quis ■» deridet, quam quod probat et vcneratur. 
Nil moror " oflicium, quod me gravat : ac neque fi^ 
Jn o pejus vultu proponi certus ufquam. 
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'ell may he p blufli, who gives it, or receives j 
nd when I flatter, kt my dirty leaves - 41 

^ike Journals, Odes, and fuch foirgotten things 
sEufden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) 
Clothe (pice, line trunks, or, fluttering in a row, 
efringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 

lec prave faftis decorari verilbus opto : 
It p nibeam pingui donatus munere, et una 
Him fcriptore meo capfa porreflus aperta, 
Deferar in vicum vendentem thus et odores, 
^t piper, et quicquid chartis amicitur ineptis. 
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BQQK II. EPISTLE If. 

'' Ludentis Ipedem dabity Sc torquebitur.'' Hok. 

DEAR CorAcU Cobbsfflk's «i4 your countiT'i 
Friend ! 
You love a Verfe, take fuch as J can iend. 
^ A Frenchman comes, prefents you with his Boy^ 
Bows> and begins-^** This Lad, Sir> is of Blois : 
** Obfenre his ihape how clean ! his locks how cnil'd! 
** My only fon, I *d have him fee the world : 
** His French is pure ; his Voice too— you fliall hear. 
** Sir, he's your Have, for twenty pound a year. 
'< Mere v^ax as yet, you fafliion him with eafe, 
^ Your Barber, Cook, Upholfterer, what you pleaie: 
*' A perfeft genius at an Opera fong— 
«* To fay too much, might do my honour wrong. 

««Take 

E P I S T O L A II. 

1^ L O R £, bono claroque fidelis amice Neroni, 
* *> Si quis forte vclit puenim tibi vcndere natum 
Tibure vel Gabiis, et tecum fie agat : ** Hie et 
<< Candidus, et talos a vertice pulcher ad imos, 
** Fiet eritque tuus nummorum millibus o^o\ 
** Vema minifteriis ad nutus aptus heriles \ 
" Litterulis Graecis imbutus, idoneus arti 
'< Ci^ii^^ s argilla quidvis imitaberis uda : 



{ 
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ke him with all his yirtues, on my word$ 

\ wholf a^ibition was to ferve a )4|r4 : 

:, Sir, tp yoq, with what would I not part ? j 5 

ough fait)i^ I fear, 'twill break his Mother's hcaxt> 

:e (and but once) I caught him in a lie, 

d then, unwhippM, be had the grace to cry t 

e fault he has I fairly (hall reveal, 

ould you overlook but that) it is, ^ ileal/* 29 

', after this, you took the ^ceful lad, 

I you complain, my Fiiend, he proved fo bad ? 

» in fuch cafe, if you ihould profecute, 

k Sir Godfrey ihoiild decide the fuit $ 

&nt the Thief that ftole the Caih, away, 25 

pttBi(h*4 Him that put it in his Way. 

onfidor then, and judge me in this light ^ 

I you \vhen I went, I could not write ^ 

Yfltt 

injetiam canet indo^him, led dulce bibenti. 
Uta fidem promifla levant, ubi pleniu^ aequf» 
udat venales, qui vult extrudere, merces. 
9 urget me nulla : meo fum' pauper in aere. 
mo hoc mangonum faceret tibi : non temere a me 
ivis ferret idem : femel hie ceflavit, et (ut fit) 
fcalis lat^iit metye/is pendent;is habenae : 
s nummps, excepta nihil te $ fy^iaedit.** 
lie ferat pretium, poe|^^ fecurus, opinpr. 
ens emilU vltiofum : difla tibi eft lex* 
ueris tamen hvnc, et lite moraris ix^^^. 
)ixi me pigrum proficifcenti ^bi, (l^i 
}\\9 officiU prop? mAQfium} ne mea>(apru» 
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You faid the fame ; and are you difcontent | 

With laws, to which you gave your own aflent ? 30 
Nay worfe, to afk for Verfe at fuch a time ! 
D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 

e In Anna's Wars, a Soldier poor and old 
Had dearly eam'd a little puife of gold : 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one lucklefs night, 35 
He (lept, poor dog ! and loft it, to a doit. 
This put the man in fuch a defperate mind, 1 

Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd> f 
Againft the foe, himfelf, and all mankind, ) 

He leap'd the trenches, fcal'd a Caftle-wall, 40 

Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 
** Prodigious well }" his great Commander cry'd. 
Gave him much praife, and fome reward befide. 
Next, pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter 
(Its name I know not, and 'tis no great matter) $ 45 

"Go 

Jurgares ad te quod epiftola nulla veniret. 
Quid tum profeci, raecum facientia jura 
Si tamen attentas ? quereris fuper hoc etiam, quod 
£xpe£lata tibi non mittam carmina mendax. 

« Luculli miles collegia viatica multis 
Aerumnis, laflus dum no£hi ftertit, ad affem 
Perdiderat : poft hoc vehemens lupus, et fibi et hofti 
Iratus pariter, jejunis dentibus acer, 
Praefidium regale loco dejecit, ut aiunt, 
Summe munito, et multarum divite renim. \ 

Clams ob id faflum, donis ornatur honeftis^ . 

Accipit et bis dena fuper feileiti^L TVAXcomum, ji 
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n, my Friend, (he cry'd) fee yonder walls ! 

mce and conquer 1 go where glory calU ! 

: honours, more rewards, attend the brave.*^ 

"Ou remember what reply he gave ? 

think me, noble General, fuch a Sot f 50 

lim take caftles who has ne*er a groat/' 

d up at home, full early I begun 

1 in Greek the wrath of Peleus* Ton. 

, my Father taught me from a lad, 

tter art to know the good from bad t 55 

ittle fure imported to remove. 

It for Truth in Maudlin's learned grove.) 

ottier points we knew not half fo well, 

d us foon of om* paternal Cell| 

And 

ab hoc tempus caftellum evertere praetor 
quod cupiens, hortari coepit eundeiji 
, quae timido quoque poflent addere mentem i 
i^ quo virtus tua te vocat: i pede faufto, 
a laturus meritorum praemia : quid ftas ? 
ec ille catus, quantumvis rufticus, ** Ibit, 
so, quo vis, qui zonam perdidit, inquit." 
Quae nutriri mihi contigit, atque doceri, 
Irraiis quantum nocuiflet Achilles, 
re bonae paulo plus artis Athenaes 
: ut poflem curvo dignofcere re£lum, 
iater fylvas Academi quaerere verum* 
id emovere loco me tempora grato $ 
|ue rudem belli tulit aeftus in ansa, 
8 Augufli xu>n re/ponfura laceiti«» 
//. R 
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And certain Laws, by Aiffcret^ thought tinjuft, <o 

Deny'd all pofts of profit or of truft ; 

Hopes after hopes of pious Papifts faiPd, 

While mighty William's thundering arm prevail'd. 

For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 

He ftuck to poverty with peace of mind ; 6$ 

And me, the Mufes helpTd to undergo it j 

Convi£l a Papift he, and I a Poet. 

But (thanks to Homer) fince I live and thrivei 

Indebted to no Prinee or Peer alive, 

Sure I ihould want the care of ten Monrots, 70 

If I would fcribblc, rather than rtpofe. 

s Years following years, fteal foniething et«ry ctayi 
At laft they fteal us ftx>m ourfelves aWay ^ 
Ih one our Frolics, one Amufements end. 
In one a Miftrefs drops, in one a Friend : 75 

This fubtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it fnatch my rhyme f 
If every wheel of that uAweary'd Mill, 
That tiim'd ten thou^d verfes, now ftands Aill f 

W 
■ " .... .*^' 

Unde fimtil jNrimum me demifere Philip, 
Deciiis humilem pennis, ihopemque patenu 
£t laris et fundi, paupertas impulit audax . 
Ut verfus facereifA : fed, quod lion dcGt, Kftbentem, 
Quae poterunt unquam fatis expurgare eieutae, 
Ni melius doitoire putem, quaih fcriberererftttf 
f Singula de nobis anni praedantur etint^s | 

Eripuere jocos,- ventrtm, conviria, hiduih ; 

Tendunt extorquere pocmutat. «^^ Wviisc Vvt^ | 
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b But after all, what would you have me do ? 80 
When out of twenty I can pleafe not two 5 
when this Heroics only deigns to pra^e. 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the Pheafant^s wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roaft an egg. S5 

Hard tafk ! to hit the palate of fuch guefts. 
When Oldfield loves, what Dartineuf detefts. 

i But grant I may felapfe, for wint of gratce. 
Again to rhyme : can London be the place ?' 
Who there his Mufe, or felf, or foul attends, 90 

In crouds, and courts, law, biifmers, ^eails, and friends ? 
My coimfel fends to execute a deed : 
A Poet begs me I will hear him read : 
In Palace-yard at nine jovTll £nd me there— 
At ten for certain. Sir, in Bloomfbury fquare— 95 
Before the Lords at twelve my Caufe comes on— 
There^s a Rehearfal, Sir, exa6l at one.—- 

"Oh 

k Denique non omnes eadem roiraQtor amtntque. 
Carmine tu gaudes : hie dele^atur iambis | 
Xlle Bioneis fermonibus, et fale nigro. 
Tres mihi convivae jirope diflentire videntur, 
Pofccntes vario multum diveria palato. 
Quid dem ? quid non dem ? renuis quod tu, jubet alter s 
Quod petis, id fane eft invlTum acidumque duobus. 

A Praeter caetera me Roniaene poemata cenfes 
Scribei^ pofle, inter tot curas totque laboret ? 
Hie fponfum vocat, hie auditum fcripta, relics 
Omnibus o&cus ; cubat hie in colU Q^mm» 
R a 
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« Oh but a Wit can fhidy in the ftreets, 

*' And raife his mind above the mob he meets/* 

Not quite Co well however as one ought; lOO 

A hackney-coach may chance to fpoil a thought | 

And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ableft head. 

Have you not feen, at Guildhairs narrow pafs. 

Two Aldermen difpute it with an Afs ? 105 

And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 

Ev'n to their own S-r-v — nee in a Car ? 

^ Go, lofty Poet ! and in iuch a croud. 
Sing thy fonorous verfe— but not aloud. 
Alas ! to Grottoes and to Groves we run, izo 

To eafe and (ilence, every Mufe^s fon : 
Blackmore himfelf, for any grand effort, 
Would drink and doze at Tooting or EaiFs-Court. 
How (hall I rhyme In this eternal roar? 
How match the bards whom none e^er match 'd before ? 

The 

Hie extremo in Aventino ; vifendus uterque. 
Intervalla vides humane commoda. ** Verum 
** Purae funt plateae, nihil ut meditantibus obftet.* 
Feftinat calidtts mulis gerulifque redemtor : 
Torquet nunc lapidem, nxmc ingens machina tigniuc 
Triftia robuftis lu£lantur funera plauftris : 
Hac rabioia fugit canis, hac lutulenta ruit fus. 
k I nunc, et verfus tecum meditare canoros. 
Scriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, et fugit urbrSy 
Hhe cliens Sacchi, fomno gaudentis et umbra. 
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1 The Man, who, ftretch'd in liis* calm retreat, 
To books and ftudy gives feven years complete. 
See ! ftrow^d with learned duft, his nightcap on. 
He walks, an objefl new beneath the fun ! 
The boys flock round him, and the people fbre s x2o 1 
So ftifF, fo mute ! fome ftatue you would fwear, j 

Stcpt from its Pedeftal to take the air 1 ^ 

And here, while town, and court, and city roars. 
With mobs, and duns, and foldiers, at their doors ; 
Shall I, in London, a£l this idle part ? 125 

Compofing fongs, for Fools to get by heart ? 

« The Temple late two brother Sergeants faw. 
Who deemM each other Oracles of Law $ 
With equal talents, thefe congenial fouls^ 
One luird th* Exchequer, and one ftunnM the Rolls ; 
Eadi had a gravity would make you fplit. 
And ihook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 

*Twas, 

Tu me inter Crepitus no^himos atque diumos 
Vis canere, et contra6bi fequi veftigia vatum ? 

1 Ingenium, (ibi quod vacuas defum£t Athenas, 
Et ftudiis annos feptem dedit, inienuitque 
Libris et curis, ftatua tacitumius exit 
Pierumque, et rifu populum quatit ; hie ego rerum 
Flu6(ibu8 in mediis, et tempeftatibus urbis, 
Verba lyrae motura fonum conne6^ere digner ? 

■Prater erat Romae confulti rhetor; ut alter 
Alterius fermone meros audiret honores : 
Gracchus ut hie illi, foret huic ut Mucius ille. 
Qui minus argutos rexat furor ifte ]^oeu&) 
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*Twas, " Sir, your law" — ** wid " Sir, yourclpquaace,'* 
*« Yours, Cowper's manner— and yours, Talbot's fenfe.** 
" Thus we difpofc nf all poetic merit, 155 

Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's fpirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakefpeaxe, and he'll fwear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match'd one Ode of thine. 
Lord ! how wc ftrut through Merlin's Cave, to fee 
No Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 140 

Walk with refppft behind, wjtiile we at eafc 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we pleaie. 
** My dear Tibullus !" if that will not do, 
*' Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you : 
** Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden's ftrains, 145 
** And you (hall rife up Otway for your pains." 
Much do I {juiiFer, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, wafpiih, wrong-head, rhyming racej 

Aud 

» Carmina compono, hie elegos 5 mirabile vifu, 
Caelatumque novem Muiis opus, afpice primum* 
Quanto cum faftu, quanto molimine clrcum- 
fpe£lemus vacuam Romanis vatibus aedem. 
Mox ctiam (fi forte vacas) fequere, et procul aiidi. 
Quid ferat, et quare fibi ne6bt uterque coroiiam. 
Caedimur et totidem plagis confumimu^ hoftem. 
Lento Samnites ad lumina prima duello. 

Difcedo Alcaeus pun^lo illius ; ille meo quis ? 

Quis, nifi Callimachus ? fi plus adpofcere vifus : 

Fit MImnermus, et optivo cpgnomine crefcit. 

Multa fero, ut placem genu? irritabjle vatum. 
Cum fcriho, et fupplex po^wl\ Cuffvagia capto 2 
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And much muft ^atter^ if the vfhm ihould bitr 
To court applaufe by printing what I write:: ^50 

But let the fit pafs o'er, I'm wife enough 
To ftop my ears to their confounded fluff. 

o In vain, bad Rhymers all mankind reje^. 
They treat themfelves with mofl profound refpefl j 
*Tis to fmall purpofe that you hold your tongue^ 455 
Each prais'd within, is happy ail day k>ng : 
But how fcvercly with themfelves proceed 
The men, who write fuch Verfe as we can read ? 
TJieir own fbi^ Judges, not a word they fpare, 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 160 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 
Nay though at Court (perhaps) it may find grace : 
Such they* 11 degrade $ and fome^mes, in its ibady 
P I^ downright charity revive the dead 3 

Mark 

Idem, finitis (hidils, et mente recepta, 
Obturem patulas impune legentibus aures. 

o Ridentur mala qui componunt carmina ; ve«im 
Gaudent fcribentes, et fe venerantur, et ultro. 
Si taceas, laudant; quidquid fcripfere, bea^. 
At qui legitimum cupiet ieci0e poema. 
Cum tabulis animum cenforis fumet honefli : 
Audebit quaecunque pajrura fplendoris habebunt, 
Et fine pondei'e einint, et honore indigna ferentur* 
Verba naovere loco j quamvis invita recedant, 
Et verfentur adhuc intra penetralia Veftae : 
p Obfcyrata diu populo bonus eruet, atque 
Proferet in iucem fpeciofa.ypcabuU rerumt 
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Mark where a bold expreifive phrafe appears, 165 

Bright through the rubbiih of fome hundred years i 

Command old words that long have Oept, to wake, 

Wordsy that wife Bacon, or brave Rawleigh fpake j 

Or bid the new be Engliih, ages hence, 

(For Ufe will father what's begot by Senfe) 170 

Four the full tide of eloquence along, 1 

Serenely pure, and yet divinely ftrong, > 

Kich with the treafures of each foreign tongue $ J 

Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine. 

But ihow no mercy to an empty line t 175 

Then poliih all, with Co much life and eafe. 

You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to pleafe t 

** But eafe in writing flows from Art, not chance; 

** As thofe move eafiefl who have leam'd to dance/* 

q If fuch the plague and pains to write by rule, iSo 
Better (fay I) be pleas'd, and play the fool 5 

CaU 

Quae prifcis memorata Catonibus atque Cethcgis, 
Nunc fitus informis premit et deferta vctuflas : 
Adfcifcet nova, quae genitor produxerit ufus : 
Vehemens et liquidus, puroque fimillimus amni, 
Fundet opes, Latiumque beabit divite lingua : 
Luxuriantia compefcet : nimis afpera fano 
Levabit cultu, virtute carentia toilet : 
Laudentis fpeciem dabit, torquebitur, ut qui 
Nunc Satyrum, nunc agreftem Cyclopa movetur. 
< Praetulerim fcriptor delii-us inerfque videri, 
Dum mea deleAent mala me, vel denique fallant, 
Quam /apcir, et ringi. YmlVvw^^K^cfclVU Argjs, 
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Call) if you will, bad rhyming a difeafe. 

It gives men happinefs, or leaves them eafe* 

There liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 

A worthy member, no fmall fool, a Lord; JS5 

Who, though the Houfe was up, delighted fate. 

Heard, noted, anfwer'd, as in full debate t 

In all but this, a man of fober life. 

Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife i 

Not quite a madman, though a pafty fell, 190 

And much too wile to walk into a well. 

Him, the damn*d Dolors and his Friends immured, 

They bled, they cuppM, they pui^'dj in ihort, thoy 

curM : 
Whereat the gentleman began to ftare— 
My Friends ! he cry'd, p— x take you for your care ! 195 
That from a Patriot of diftingui(h*d note. 
Have bled and purged me to a iimple Vote. 

Well, 

Qui fe credebat miros audire tragoedos. 
In vacuo laetus feflbr plauforque theatro : 
Caetera qui vitae fervaret munia re6lo 
More s bonus fane vicinus, amabilis holpes» 
Comis in uxorem ? poiTet qui ignofcere fervif » 
£t figno laefo non infanire lagenae : 
PoiTet qui rupem, et puteum vitare patentem* 
Hie ubi cognatorum opibus curifque refe^his, 
Expulit elleboro morbum bilemque meraco, 
£t redit ad fefe i Pol me occidiftis, amici, 
Non fervaftis, ait $ cui fie extorta voluptas^ 
£t demptus per vim mends gratifilmu« txtos^ 
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r Well, on tbe "irhohy plain profe muft be my fatt: 
Wifdom (ciiir£e oo it) will come fooa or late. 
There is a time when Poeu will grow 4ull : soo 

Til e'en leave verfes to the boys at fchool : 
To nilcs of Poetry no more confin'd, 
I'll learn to finooth and harmonize my Mind, 
Teach every thought within its bounds to roll. 
And keep tl^e eqi^l pi^W^ of the Soul. %o$ 

• Soon as I enter at my country door. 
My mind refumes the thread it dropt before $ 
Thoughts which at Hyde-park comer I forget. 
Meet and rejoin me, in the Penfive Grot. 
There all alone, and compliments apart, no 

I afk thefe fober qveftions of my heart* 

t If, when the more you drink, the more yon aifCt 
You tell the Doftor } when the more you have^ 
The more you want, why not with equal eafe 
Confefs as well your Folly, as difeafe ? S15 

The heart refolves this matter in a trice, 
** Men only feel the Smart, but not -the Vice." 

Whtt 



' Nimiiiim f^pere eft abje6lis utile niigis, 
£t tempeftivuih pueris concedere ludum , 
' Ac non verba feqifi fidibus mo4i;l3nda Latinis, 
rSed verae numerofque modpfque pdifpcrc yitae. 
<Juocirca mecupa Iqqupr haec, tapitufqyc rei;or4Qr : 

< Si tibi nulla fitim iiniret copia lymphae, 
Narrares medicis : quod quanto plura parai]i, 
ToDto plnr^ $;upis^ uulUne faterier ^ude^ i 
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» Ayhen golden Angels ceafc tg cure the Evil : 
You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil : 
When feryile Chaplains cry, that birth and p^acc Z7p 
Indue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace. 
Look in that breaft, rooft dirty Dean ! be fair. 
Say, can you find out one fuch lodger there i 
Yet (till, not heeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear thefe Flatterers preach. %t$ 

Indeed, could wealth beftow or wit or merit, 
A grain of courage, or a fpark of fpirit. 
The wifeft man might bluih, I muft agree. 
If D*** lov'd (ixpence, more than he. 

w If there be truth in Law, and Ufe can give a 30 
A Property, that^s your's on which you live. 
Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confefTes you its lord: 

All 

« Si vulnus tibi monibrata radice vel herba 
Non ficret levius, fugeres radice vel herba 
Proiiciente nihil curarier : audiei-as, cui 
Rem Di donarint, ille decedere pravam 
Stultitiam $ et, cum fis nihilo fapientioi^ ex quo 
Plenior es, tamen uteris monitoribus lufem ? 

At fi dividae prudentem reddere pofTent, 
Si cupidum timidumque minus te : nempe niberes, 
Viverct in terris, te fi quis avarior uno. 
^ Si proprium eft, quod quis libra mercatus et aere eft^ 
Quaedam ((i credis confultis) mancipat ufus : 
<l£i te pafcit ager, tuus eft j et villicus Orbi, 
Cum fegetes occi^t tibi mox &umeat& datusu^^ 
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All X Worldly*8 henS) nay, partridge, fold to town. 
His vepifon too, a guinea makes your own i %%$ 

He bought at thoufands, what with better wit 
You purchafe as yoij want, and bit by bit 5 
Now, or long (ince, what difference will be found ? 
You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

y Heathcote himfelf, and fuch large-acred men, 140 
Xords of fat E^iham, or of Lincoln- fen. 
Buy every ftick of wood that lends them heat $ 
Buy every Pullet they afford to eat. 
Yet thefe are Wights, \i^o fondly call their own 
Half that the Devil overlooks from Lincoln town. 145 
The Laws of God, as well as of the land, ' 

Abhor a Perpetuity fhould ftand : 
Eftates have wings, and hang in Fortune*s power 
> Loofe on the point of every wavering hour. 

Ready, 

Te dominum fentit. 

< das nummos ; accipis uvam* 
Pullos, ova, cadum, temeti : nempe modo ifto 
Paulatim mercaris agrum, fortafTe trecentis, 
Aut etiam fupr^ nummonim millibus emtum. 
Quid refeit, vivas numerato nuper, an olim ? 

y Emtor Aricini quondam, Veientis ct arvi, 
Emtum coenat olus, quamvis aliter putat $ emtis 
Sub no£lem gelidam lignis calefa6lat ahenum. 
Sed vocat ufque fuum, qua populus adfita certis 
Limitibus vicina refigit jurgia : tanquam 
» Sit proprium cuiquam, punfto quod mobih's horae, 
Nunc pncc, nunc prctio, tvutic n\j Tv>aLtk^ fot\fc C>yp:eina, 
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Uady» by force, or of your own accord, 25( 

iy fide, at leaft by death, to change their lord, 

dan ? and for ever ? wretch ! what would'ft thou have ? 

leir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 

ill vaft pofleflions (juft the fame the cafe 

Vhether you call them Villa, Park, or Giace) 255 

Uas, my Bathurst ! what will they avail ? 

oin Cotfwood hills to Saperton^s fair dale, 

.et rifing Granaries and Temples here, 

rhere mingled farms and pyramids appear, 

ank towns to towns with avenues of oak, a6o 

Indofe whole downs in walls, *tis all a joke ! 

oezorable Death ihall level all, 

bid trees, and ftones, and farms, and farmer fall. 

« Gold, Silver, Ivory, Vafes fculptui'd high, 

aint. Marble, Gems, and robes of Perfian dye, 265 

here are who have not— and thank heaven there are^ 

lio, if they have not, think not worth their care. 

* Talk what you will of Tafte, my friend, you'll find 
ro of a face, as foon as of a mind. 

Why, 

lutet dominos, et cedat in altera pira. 

:, quia perpetuus nulli datur ufus, et haeres 

;dem alterius, velut unda fupervenit undam s 

vici profunt, aut horrca ? quidve Calabris 

us adje6U Lucani $ fi metit Orcus 

la cum parvis, non exorabilis auro ? 

nnmas, marmor, ebur, Tyrrhena figilla, tabellas, 

torn, veftes Gaetulo murice tineas. 
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Why, of two brothers, rich and reftlefs cWe 176 

Plows, burns, manures, and toils from itm to fun ; 
'tht other flights, for women, fports, and vritits. 
All Townfhend*s Turnips, and all GrolVenor^s mines : 
Why one like Bu — with pay and fcom content. 
Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 175 
One, driven by fbong Benevoknce of (bui. 
Shall %, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole : 
Is known alone to that Directing Power, 
Who forms the Genius in the natal hour j 
That God of Nature, who, within us ftiil, iSo 

Inclines our action, not conftrains our will ; 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Each individxial : His great End the fame, 
c Yes, Sir, how fmall foever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 1I5 

My heir may figh, and think it want of grace 
A man fo poor would live wiAout a place : 

Bbt 

Sunt qui non habeant ; e(l qui non curat habere. 

■ ^ Cur alter fratrum ceflare, et Itidere, et ungi 
Praeferat Herodis palmetis pinguibus ; alter 
Dives et importunus, ad umbram lucis ab ortn 
Sylvefbem flammis et ferro mitiget agrum : 
Scit Genius, natale comes qui temperat afhrnn t 
Naturae Deus humanae, mortalis inuniim. 
Quodque caput, vultu mutabilis, albus, et iter. 

.c Utar, et ex modico, quantum res pofcet, acervo 
TolJsun : nee metuam, quid de me judicet haeretf 
Quod non plura daU$ 'mveu^ut. tX.\ass£tLv\sxBL 
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no ftatute in his favour fey«, 
e, or frugal, I (hall pafs my days z 
t feme times ffjend, at others fpaore^ i^d 

between earelefihefs and tare. 

thing madly to difperf^ my ftore j 

, not to heed to treafure more 5 

66 ^ Aoy, to fnatch the firft g66d day^ 

RS^d^ if fordid want be far away. 29^ 

It is't to me (a paflenger God Wot) 

• my veffel be firft-rate or n^ ? 

» itfelf may make a better figore^ 
it fail, am neither lefs iMt bigge# j 

• ftrut with every favouring breath, j6« 
e with all the tempcft in my t6eth. 

r, wit, figure, virtue, fdrtunt plett^d 
hefbremoft, and before thfc laft; 

6uf 

am, quantum fimplex hilarifque nepoti 

t, et quantum difcordet parens avaro. 

lim, fp'argas tua prodigiis, an tieqiie fumtum. 

•ftmi-, nee pluni parare labdreis j 

is, puer ^ fekU Qoii^quatrtbu^ ^tl^, 

jrato^ue fruari^ tempore raptim. 

ies imiimnda domOs procul abfit: ego> jjMAx 

^ lkkij|i(a an parVa j Brar untis et ideilu 

mur tuxllidis veli» Af^iiohdfecendo : 

len adverfis^ aetatem dttcii^» Auffirit. 

in^ffi&bf %ecie, vtrtute, loc^,- re,- 



%i6 POP E*S POEMS. 

f " But why all diis of Avarice ? I have none.** 
I wiih you joy. Sir, of a Tyrant gone } J05 

But does no other lord it at this hour. 
As wild and mad ? the Avarice of power f 
Does neither Rage inflame, nor Fear appall ? 
Not the black fear of death, that faddens all ? ' 
With terrors round, can Reafon hold her dirone, 310 
Pefpife the known, nor tremble at th* unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire. 
In fpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
PleasM to look forward, pleasM to look behind. 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mind ? 315 
Has life no foumefs, drawn fo near its end ; 
Canft thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away. 
As winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay ? 
Or will you think, my friend, your bufinefs done, 310 
When, of a himdred thorns, you pull out one f 

Lean 

Extremi primonim, extremis ufque priores* 

g Non es avarus : abi. quid ? caetera jam fimul iA» 
Cum vitio fugere ? caret tibi pe^s inani 
Ambitione ? caret mortis formidine et ira f 
Somnia« terrores magicos, miracula, fagas, 
No6himos lemures, portentaque Theilala rides ? 
Natales grate numeras ? ignofcis amicis ? 
Lenior et melior fis accedente fene6bi ? 
Quid te extrema levat fpinis de pluribus una f 
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earn to live well, or fairly make your vrill | 

re play'd, and lov'd, and eat, and drank your fijl : 

. fober oiFi before a fprightlier age 

8 tittering on, and ihoves you from the ftage ; 

: Rich to trifle with more grace and eafe, 

n Folly pleafes, and whofe Follies pleaicp 

^ivere fi re£le nefcis, decede peritis. 

1 fatis, edifU fatis, atque bibiiU : 

y\is abire tibi eft : ne potum largius aequo 

It, et pi^lfet lafbiva decentiujs aetas* 



a. II. 8 Tia.^ 
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Quid retat et nofmet Lucili fcripta legentes. 
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Verficulos natura magis fa6los> et euntes 
MoUius?'' Hon. 
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YE S ; thank my fbrs ! as early as I knew 
This Town, I had the fenfe to hate it too; 
Yet here, as ev'n in Hell, there muft be ftill 
One Giant- Vice, Co excellently ill, 
That all befide, one pities, not abhors ; 
As who knows Sappho, fmiles at o^her whores. 

I grant that Poetry 's a crying fin j 
It brought ( no doubt) th' Excife and Army in : 
CatchM like the Plague, or Love, the Lord knows b 
But that the cure is itarving, all allpw. 
Yet like the Papift's, is the Poct^s ilate, 
f oor and difarm'd, and hardly worth your hate I 

I 



SATIRE II. 

SIR ; though (I thank God for it) I do hate 
Perfeftfy all this town : yet there's one ftatc 
In all iH things, fo excellently beft. 
That hate towards them, breeds pity towards the id 
Though Poetry, indeed, be fuch a fin. 
As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniar4s in t 
Though like the peftilcncc and old-fafliion'd love, 
Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove 
Never, till it be ftarv'd out 5 yet their ftate 
1$ poor, difarm'd, \\kt ?ap\&^ ti.o\.^orth hate. 
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Here a lean Bard, whofe wit could never giVe 
Himfelf a dinner, makes an Aftor live : 
The Thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 15 

So prompts, and faves a rogue who cannot read. 
Thus as the pipes of fome carv'd Organ taort, 
The gilded puppets danfce and moUnt abovfe. 
Heav'd by the breath th' infpiring bellows blow : 
Th' infpiring bellows lie and pant below. ao 

One fings the Fair: but fongs no longer move; 
Ko rat is rhym'd to death, nor maid to love : 
In love's^ in nature's fpite, the fiege they hold. 
And fcom the fle(h, the devil, and all but gold. 

Thefe write to Lords, fome mean reward to get, 15 
As needy beggars fing at doors for meat* 

Thofe 

-I ...-.- . ^ .- _ - ■ , ■ ■ 

One (like a wretch, which at barre judg'd as dead. 
Yet prompts him which ftands next, and cannot read. 
And faves his life) gives Idiot A6lors means 
(Starving himfelf) to live by's labourM fcenes. 
As in fome Organs Puppits dance above, 
And bellows pant below, which them do move. 
One would move love by rhymes $ but witchcraft^s 

charms 
Bring not now their old fears, nor their old harms f 
Rams and flings now are filly battery, 
Piftolets are the beft artillery. 
And they who write to Lords, rewards to get. 
Are they not like fingers at doors for meat ? 
And they who write, beoaufe all write, have ftiU 
That 'fcufe for writing, and for vrnun^V!^4 
S J 
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Thofe write becaufe ail write, and fo have ftilt 
Excufe for writing, and for winting ilL 

Wretched indeed ! but far more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on others wit : }» 

'Tis changed, no doubt, from what it was before j 
His rank digeftion makes it wit no more : 
Senfe, paft through him, no longer is the ikmes 
For food digefted takes another name. 

I pafs o'er all thoie Confeflbrs and Martyrs, S5 

Who live like S— tt— n, or who die like ChartKt» 
Outcant old Efdras, or ontdrink his heir, 
Outufure Jews, or Irishmen outfwear i 
Wicked as Pages, who in early yeftrt 
A£l fins which Prifca's Confeflbr fcarce heart. 4ft 

£v*n thofe I pardon, for whofe finful iake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell muft^ make $ 

or 

m I I ■ i I i l l! !,■ 1 

But he is worft, who beggarly dotfa chaw 
Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
Kankly digefted, doth thofe things outfpue. 
As his own things ; and they're his own, *tis truer 
For if one eat my meat, though it be kAowil 
The meat was mine, the excrement's his own. 

But thefe do me no harm, nor thtey which ufbg 

to outufure Je#8, 

To outdrink the fea, t' outfwear the Letanie^, 
Who with fint all kinds as famiHar be 
As ConfeflbrsV and for whofe finfut fiJce 
Scboolmta xicw tcmtM&t&mliidii m»& make |> 
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Of whofe ftrange crimes no Canonift can tell 

In what Commandment's large contents they dwell. 

One, one man only breeds my juft offence ; 4^ 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave In^dence s 
Time, that at laft matures a clap to pox, 
Whofe gentle progrefs makes a calf an 0X| 
And brings all natural events to pafs. 
Hath made him an Attorney of an Afs. 50 

No young divine, new-baieficM^.-can be 
More pert, more proud, more pofitive, than he. 
What further could I wiih the fop to do, 
but turn a wit, and fcribble verfes too i 
Pierce the foft labyrinth of a Lady*s eai* 55 

With rhymes of this per cent, and ths^ ptr year? 
Or court a Wife, fpread out his wily parts, 
LUsm B«U or- lime- twigs, for ridi Widows hearts { 
Call himfelf Barrifter to every wench. 
And wooe In lang)iage of the Pleas and Bench f 60 

Language 

Whofe ftrange fins Canotiifts coiild hardly tell 
In which Commandment's large: vecett they dwdL 

But thefe puaiCh themfelves. The iniblcdcc 
Of Cofotts, only> breeds my joft offbiie«^ 
Whom time (which rots all, and' makes botchMpoai^ 
And plodding on, muft make a calf an cue) 
Hath made a Lawyer; which (alas) of Ute^ 
But fcarce a Poett jaUics o£ this'ftate, 
Than are new-btnefic*d Minifters,. he thcows 
Like neu or Unif -twigs wheii9te'eshe:gp«»< 
S4 
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Language, which Boreas might to Aufter hold 
More rough than forty Germans when they icolcf^ 

Curs'd be the wretch, fo venal and fo vain t 
Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 
'Tis Aich a bounty as ^*^as never known, 
If ?£ T E R deigns to help you to your own : 
What thanks, what praife, if Peter but fuppliet ! 
And what a folemn face, if he denies *. 
Grave, as when prifoners (hake the head and fwear 
*Twas only 3uretiihip that brought them diere. 
His Office keeps your Parchment fates entire^ 
He ftarves with cold to fave them fiiom the fife; 
For you he walks the ftreets throijgh rain or duft, 
For not m Chariots Peter puts his tnift $ 



For 



His title of Barrifter on every wendh. 

And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench. * * 

Words, words which would tear 
The tender labyi-inth of a Maid's foft ear : 
More, more than ten Sclavonians fcolding, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd Abbeys roar. 
Then fick with Poetry, and pofieft with Mufe 
Thou waft, and mad I hop*d i but men which chuA 
Law practice for meer gain : bold foul repute 
Worfe than imbrothel'd ftnimpets proftitute. 
Now like an owl-like watchman he muft walkj 
His hand ftill at a bill j now he nnift talk 
Idly, like prifoners, which whole months will fwear, 
That only furctifhip hath iMrought them there^ 
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ou he fweats and labours at the laws» 75 

s God to witnefs he affe£ls your caufe> 
lies to every Lord in every thing, 
a King's Favourite— or like a King* 
: are the talents that adorn them all^ 

wicked Waters even to godly • • 80 

nore of Simony beneath black gownsi 
aore of baftardy in heirs to Crowns, 
llings and in pence at firft they deal ; 
fteal fo little, few perceive they fteal 5 
like the Sea, they compafs all the land, 85 

, Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ftrand s 
when rank Widows purchafe lufcious nights, 
hen a Duke to JaniTen punts at Whitens, 
ity Heir in mortgage melts away } 

himfelf feels far lefs joy than they. 90 

Piecemeal 

to every fuitor lye in every thing, 
a Kfng's Favourite— or like a King. 
I wedge in a block, wring to the barre, 
Qglike aStSf and more ihamelefs farre 
carted whores, lye to the grave Judge | for 
xly abounds not in King^s titles, nor 
ly and Sodomy in Churchmen*s lives^ 
lefe things do in him ; by thefe he thrives* 
ly (as th' fea) he'll compafs all the land, 
Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ftraod* « 
fpying heirs melting with Luxury, 
will not joy at their fins as he i 
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Piecemeal they win this acre firft, then that. 
Glean on, and gather up the >M4iole eftate. 
Then ftrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law. 
Indentures^ Covenants, Articles they draw. 
Large as the fields tbemfelves, and larger far 
Than Civil Codes, with all their Gloflb, arsf 
So vaft, our new Divines, we muft confeis. 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing lefs* 
But let them write for you, each rogue impairt 
The deeds, and dextroufly omits, fa bam : 
No Commentator can more ilily pafs 
Over a leamM, unintelligible place i 
Or, in quotation, fhrewd Divines leave out 
Thofe words, that would againft them dear the don 



For (as a thrifty wench fcrapes kitchen-ftuffe. 
And barrelling the dropings and the fnuffe 
Of wafting candles, which in thirty year, 
Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding chear) 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and fpends as much tinw 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 
In pai-chnaent then, large as the fields, he draws 
AflTurances, big as gloTsM civil laws. 
So huge that men (in our times fbrwardnefs) 
Are Fathers, of the Church for writing lefs 
Thefe he writes not 5 nor for thefe written payasf^ 
Therefore fpares no length (as in thofe firft dayet 
When Luther was profeft, he did defird 
Short Patcr-noftcrs, fa^vxi^ «» z, fv(tt 
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So Luther thought the Pater-nofter long, 105 

When doomM to fay his beads and Even-fbng ; 
But having caft his cowl, and left thofe laws. 
Adds to Chrift^s prayer, the Power and Glory claufe. 

The lands are bought > but where are to be found 
Thofe ancient woods, that ihaded all the gi'ound ? no 
We fee no new-built palaces afpire,- 
No kitchens emulate the veftal fire. 
Wheie are thofe troops of Poor, that throng'd of yore 
The good old landlord's hofpitable door ? 
Well, I could wifh, that ftill in lordly domes 115 

Some beafts were kill'd, though not whole hecatoifibs i 
That both extremes were banifliM ^m their waUs^ 
G9rthuiiaB ftifts, and fulfome Bacchanals; 
And all mankind might that juft Mean obf^iTe, 
Kn which none e'er could furfeit, none could ftarve. 

Thefe 

Each day his Beads : but having left thofe laws, 
Adds to Chiift^s prayer, the power and glory claufe) 
But when he fells or changes land, h^ impaires 
The writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out,/ff beim. 
As flily as any Commentator goes by 
Hard words, or fenfe ; or, in Divinity 
As controverters in vouched Texts, leave out 
Shrewd words, which might againft them clear the doub|* 
Where are thefe fpread woods which cloath'd here- 
tofore 
Thofe bought lands ? not built, nor burnt within door^ 
Where the old landlords troops and almes ? In halls 
CMtlMfiao-FUftsj and ^Ifome BacViajis\% 
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Tbde as good works, *tis true, we all allow^ 
But oh 1 tkefe works are not in fafliion now : 
Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely i'are» 
Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 

Thus much I*ve faid, I trull, without offence $ lij 
Let no Court Sycophant pervert my fenfe. 
Nor fly Informer watch tfaefe words to draw 
Within the reach of Treafon, or the Law. 



Equally I hate. Means bleft. Li rich roen*s homes 
I bid kill fome beafts, but no hecatombs $ 
None ftarve, none furfeit fo. But (oh) we allow 
Good works as good, but out of faihion now. 
Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 
Within the vaft reach of th' huge ftatutes jawfs. 



. ^A.TI&S 
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SATIRE IV. 

•f Tf 7 £ L I4, if it be my time to quit the ftage, 
^ ^ Adieu to all the follies of the age ! 
I die in charity with fool and knave» 
Secure of peace at leaft beyond the grave* 
I've had my Purgatory here betimes, 5 

And paid for all my fatires, all my rh3rmes. 
The Poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 
To this wer? tpfles, toys, and empty names. 

With foolifh pride my heart was itever fir'd. 
Nor the vain itch t' admire, or be admir'd ; iq 

I hop'd for no commiflion from his Grace j 
I bought no benefice, I begg'd no place ^ 
Had no new verfes, nor new fuit to fhow 5 
Yet went to Court ! — the Devil would have it fo. 

But, 
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WE L L ; I may now receive, and die. My fia 
Indixd is great, but yet I have been in 
A Purgatory, fuch as fear'd Hell is 
A recreation, and fcant map of this. 

My mind, neither with pride's itch, nor hadi been 
Poyfon'd with love to fee or to be feen, 
I had no fuit there, nor new fuit to fhow. 
Yet went to Court $ but a$ Glare which did go 



k^o POP E'S POEMS. 

fiuty as the Fool that in reforming dajrs 15 

Would go to Mafs in jet (as ftory fays) . 

Could not but think, to pay his fine was odd^ 

Since ^twas no formM defign of ferving God$ 

So was I punifliMy as if fiill as proud. 

As prone to ill, as negligent of good, - to 

As deep in dtbt, without a thought to pay, 

As vain, as idle, and as falfe, as they 

Who live at G>urt, for going once that way ! 

Scarce was I entered, when, b^old ! there 

A thing which Adam had been pos*d to name) 15 

Noah had refusM it lodging in his Adc, 

Where all the Race of Reptiles might embaik t 

A verier monfter, than on Afric's fhorc 

The fun e'er got, or dimy Nilus bore, 

Or 



To Mafs in jeft^ catch'd, was fain to difburie 
Two hundred markes which is the Statutes curie. 
Before he fcapM ; fo it pleased my deftiny 
(Guilty of my fin of going) to think me 
As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
ful, as proud, luftfull, and as much in d^bt. 
As vain, as witlefs, and as falfe, as diey 
yiHiich dwell in Court, for once going that way. 
Thtrefone I fuffer'd this ; towards me did nm 
A thing more ftrange, than on Nile's dime the Son 
E'er bred, or all which into Noah's Ark came: 
^ thing jdmk would hare pos*d Adam to names 
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Or Sloane or Woodward^s wondrous flielves contain, 
fSsLy, all that lying Travellers can feign. 
Xhe watcb would hardly let him pafs at noon. 
At night would fwear him dropt out of the Moon. 
One, whom the mob, when next we find or make 
A popilh plot, ihall for a Jefuit takci 35 

And the wife Juftice ftarting from his chair 
Cry, By your Priefthood toll me what you ar&? 

Such was the wight : Th* apparel on his back. 
Though coarfe, was reverend, and tho^ bare, wasblaok : 
The fuit, if by the falhion one might guefs, 40 

Was velvet in the youth of good Queen Befs, 
But mere tuff-taffety what now remain*d ; 
So Time, that changes all things, had ordainM I 

Stranger than feven Antiquaries ftudies. 
Than Africk Mongers, Guianaes rarities, 
Stranger than ftrangers t one who, for a Dane, 
In the Danes Maflacre had fure been (lain. 
If he had livM then ; and without help dies. 
When next the Prentices 'gainft ftrangers rife; 
One, whom the watch at noon lets fcarce go byi 
One, to whom the examining Juftice fure would ay« 
Sir, by your Priefthood, tell me what you are I 
His cloadis were ftrange, though coarfe, and black| 
though bare, 
Sleevelefs his jerkin was, and it had been 
Velvet, but 'twas now (fo much ground was fcen) 
Become Tu£fhffaty$ and our children fhall 
See itpjain rai!h a while, then nougbt ^t 9lV« 
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Our ibos (hall &t it leifurely decay, 

Firft turn plain rafh, then vaniih quite away* 45 

This thing has traverd, fpeaks each language too. 
And knows what^s fit for every ftate to do $ 
Of whofe beft phrafe and courtly accent ioin*d« 
lie forms one tongue, exotic and refined* 
Talkers I've learn'd to bear j Motteux I knew, 50 
Henley himfelf I've heard, and Budgel too. 
The Doctor's wormwood ftyle, the Haih of tongues 
A Pedant makes, the ftorm of Gonfon^s lungs, 
The whole Artillery of the terms of War, 
And (all thofe Plagues in one) the bawling Bars $$ 
Thefe I could bear ; but not a rogue To civil, 
Whofe tongue will compliment you to the devil. 
A tpngue, that can cheat Widows, cancel fcores. 
Make Scots fjpeak trcafon, cozen fubtleft whores. 

With 



The thing hath travailM, and faith, fpeaks all tonguesi 
And only knoweth what to all States belongs. 
Made of th' accents, and beft phrafe of all thefe. 
He fpeaks one language. If ftrange meats difpleafe, 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taft 5 
But pedants motly tongue, foldiers bumbaft. 
Mountebanks drug- tongue, nor the terms of law, 
Are ftrong enough preparatives to draw 
Me to heai* this, yet I muft be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue callM Complement : 
Jn which he can win widows, and pay fcores. 
Make men ipeak treafon, coMita^\3^cA\K.^H^Qt^«^ 
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Vith Wyal Favourites in flattery vie, 
Lnd Olilmixon and Burnet both outlie. 

He fpies me out j I whifper. Gracious God 1 
Vhat fift of mine could merit fuch a rod ? 
rhat all the (hot of diilnefs now muft be 
rom this thy blunderbufs difchargM on tne ! 
^ermit (he cries) no ftranger to your fam6 
To crave your fendment, if — *8 your name. 
Vhat Speech efteem you moft ? " The King's," faid . 
Jut thebcft Words?—" O Sir, the Diaionary." 
fou itiifs my aim ! I mean the moft acute yt, 

\iid perfe^ Speaker?—-" Onflow, paft difputc." 
Jut, Sir, of writers ? ** Swift, for clofer ftyle, 
< But Hoadly for a period of a mile." 
Vhy yes, 'tis granted, thefe indeed may pafs t 
rood conunon linguifts, and (b Panurge was ; 75 

Nay 



tflatter favourites, or outlie either 
itis, or Surius, or both together. 
\e names me, and comes to me ; I whifper, God, 
f have I finn'd, that thy wrath^s furious Rod, 
fellow^ chufeth me ! He faith. Sir, 
; your Judgment, whom do you prefer 
le beft Linguift ? and I feelily 
hat I thotight Calepines Di£lionary. 
ut of men, moft fweet Sir ? Beza then, 
efuits, and two reverend men 
two academies I nam'd. Here 
me> and faid^ Nay your Apoftles were 
II. T 
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Nay troth th* Apoftles (thov^h perhaps too loug^) 
Had once a pretty j^t of Tongve^ enough ( 
Yet thefe ^re all poor Gentlei|9e;i^ i I dare 
Affirm, 'twas Travel made tjicm vh^it tljey verc. 

Thus, others talents having nicely Hkown, to 

He came by Aire traaiitioo to his own : 
Till I cry'd out, Youprov^ ypwfelf fp alrfe» 
Pity I you was not I)ruggcnm|n 9t Babel i 
For bad they found alii^i^ Igflf (6 good, 
I make no queftion but tbf Toyp ^ ^k^^r ^5 

** Obliging Sir • ^or Cp|vts ypn f|irp were Sfiade: 
**> Why ^en for ever bury'4 ii^ !)» ^^^ ? 
*< Spirits like you, ihould fee and fl^opld be fecp, 
<^ The Kii^ womld fsiile on you— <$ Itsdk the Qjmci^'* 
Ah gentle Sir I you Qmr^ers fo cajole us^ jo 

But Tuily has it» " Nu^quaip xninvs folus^ :'* 

And 

Good pretty Linguifts j (9 "Pj^fi^gfi} vw. 

Yet a poor Gentleman ; all d^ ^s^y p^ 

By uavaih Then, su if ^ W?vld l^ayf fo}^ 

His tongue, he prais'd it;, and fuf ^ ^P^^^ ^Hr 

That I was fain to iay, if ypi^ l^ jiy'^ S^^ 

Time enough to have fj^e^ I^^terpret^ 

To Babers Bricklayers^ ^j^ the Towicf t^^ft$>o4* 

He adds, If of Court \\^ yoy J^t^f t)>C fgfi/^\ 
You would leave lonflcf^. I (jj^d, H^ ^}f^. 
My lonenefs is ; but ^j^mtane^ ^9fi^9J^ 
To teach by painting d^Kan}) ^oth ^ US^ 
tiow, Aiittine*s pifture«Yv«v^ itv^ fc^ ^h^ ^ 
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As4-a^ f6r Cottitt, forgire m^, if I fay 
No leflbni now are taught the Spartan wa)r t 
ihbough )h his pidures Luft be Ml difplay^di 
Few are the Coiiverts Aretine has made ^ 95 

And though the Court (how Vke exceeding deat^ 
None ihouid, by my advice, learn IHrttfe there. 
At this enti-anc'dy he lifts His hands and eyes) 
Squeaks like a high-ftretch*d kitef6ilig» and^repUeii ; 
" Oh, *tis the f^^eteft of all eattMy things 100 

*< To gaze on Prinoesy and to talk of Klitigs !** 
Then, happy Man wka ifaows th« Tbnbs f ftid 1, 
He dwells aaoidft die Royal Family ; 
He every day &om KTrng tor King' can waffi, 
Of all our Harries, ail our Bdwanir talk. 105 

Apd get by fpeaking' truth of moiiarchs dead. 
What few can of dieHting, lAtOb and Bi«ad. 

" Lor<J, 
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No more can Princes Courts (though there be few 
Better pi£hires of vice) teach me virtue. 

He likr t^ ahigh-ftiacht limeffl f lng ^f^neaks, O 8fir, 
*Tis fweet to talk aTKmgSw At 'VlMttfetflM*, 
Said if thc^^lln uttft iMseps the* Ab6e|y^minlyi^ 
4Lnd for his price, dMhf iMr ^Htoet O' osMies 
Of all our Htorp and'onrBdwardrMllr; 
From King^M'IlfBjg,- anflf all tlHiir kin cati WSAkt 
Your ears nisn CMr 'nodftttf but lnng%*f yntv vyet meet 
Kings onlyt tiiewaytDit-irKnigs-ftfeer. 
He (hiack'd, andEcry'd^ Me'H^aft*, ttftchan!t)U^ conrl^. 
So are all your £ngUfimiexrixrt&Mrd^o>ff&; 
T % 
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** lordy Sir, a mere Mechanic 1 ftrangely low, 

<< And coarfe of pbrafe,— your Engliih ail are (b. 

** How elegant your Frenchmen !'* Mine, d*ye mean t 

I have but ond, I hope the fellow*t clean. 

** Oh ! Sir, politely fo ! nay, let me die, 

*' Your only wearing it your Paduafoy.** 

Not, Sir, my only, I have better ftill. 

And this you fee it but my dUhabille-^ 115- 

Wild to get looie, hit patience Iprovoke^ 

Miftake, confound, objcA at all he ipoke* 

But at coarie iron, iharpen^d, mangles more. 

And itch moft hiutt when angered to a ibre j 

So when you plague a fool, *tit ftill the curie, 110 

You. only make the matter worie and worfe. 

He paft it o'er $ afifeflt an eafy fmile 
At all my peevifhneft, and tumt his ftyle. 
He aflct, " What Newt ?" I tell him of new Playi, 
New Eunucht, Harlequint, and Operas* . 115 • 

He 

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you fee, 
I have but one. Sir, look, he follows me. - 
Certet they are neatly cloath'd. I of this mind am. 
Your only wearing is your Grogaram; 
Not fo. Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 
He would not fly $ I cha£F'd him : but as Itch 
Scratched into imart, and as blunt Iron ground 
Into an edge, hurts worfe : So, I (fool) found, 
CroiTmg hurt me. To fit my fullennefs. 
He to another key his ft>f\t dodi drefs \ 
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He hears, and as a Still with fimples in it* 
Between each drop it gives, ftays half a minute, 
Loth to inrich me with too quick replies 
By little, and by little, drops his lies. 
Mere houihold trafh ! of birth nights, balls, and (hows. 
More than ten HoUiniheds, or Halls, o>r Stows. 
When the Queen frown'd, or fmil'd, he knows $ and what 
A fubtle Minifter may make of that : 

'Who (ins with whom : who got his Penfion rug. 
Or quickened a Reverfion by a drug : 135 

Whoie ^lace is quarter*d out, three parts in four, 
And whether to a Bifhop, or a Whore : 
Who, having loft his credit, pawnM his tentp 

' Is therefore fit to have a Government 1 • ^ 

Who, in the fecret, deals in Stocks fecure, 14.0 

.And cheats th* unknowing Widow and the Poor : ^ 

Who 

And afks what news; I tell him ofnewplayes, ,* 

He takes my hand, and as a StiU, which ftayes 

A Sembrief 'twixt each drop, he uiggardly^ 

As loth to enrich me, fo tells lazny a ly. 

More than ten Hollenfliedsy or Halls, or Stows, 

Of trivial houfliold traih : He knows, he knows 

When the Queen frown'd or fmird, and be knows what 

A fubtle Statefman may gather of that ; . ' 

He knows who loves whom } and who by poifon 

Hafts to an officer's rev^rfipn j 

Who waftes in meat, in clothes, in horfe^ he notes, '' ., 

Who loveth whores 

T J 
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Who makes 1 Truft «f Charity a Job, 
And ge(t ^ AA of Pariianont to rob t 
Why Tumpikft nSt^ $aA now 90 Ck »or CUvi 
Can gratit fee the pouniry, or the town 1 
Sbortly no M ^^^ chock* or lady vole. 
But fomc txcififig Courtier will have toll. 
Ho tfi\l% what Stnimpet places fells for lifoy 
What *Squire his lands, whatCititen his wife t 
At laft (vbich |m>YM him wi(er ftill than all) 
What Lady*8 face is not a whited wall* 

As oM of Woodward's patients, iidc, and for 
I puke, I naufeai«,<^yet be thrufta In mora t 
Ttims £mife'$ balance, tops the fiatefman*s par 
And talks Gaaettea and poftboys o*er by hoait. 



He km>«& who hath fold his land, and now doth 1 
A licence, old iron, boots, (hoes, and egge* 
Shells tQtranfpoit^ 

/hortly boys (hall not play 
At fpan-coiinteri^ or blowrpoint, but fhall pay 
Toll to feme CourticK s and wiftr than all us. 
He knows what Lady is not painted. Thus 
He with home meata cloys me, I belch, fpue, fp 
took pale and fickly,.like a Patient, yet 
He thrufts on mpre, and as he had undcrtopk, 
To fay Gallo Belgicus without book« . 
Speaks of all States and deeds that have been fince 
The $paniaj*ds came to th* loft of Amyens. 
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Hike a big wife at fight of toathfome meat 

Ready to caft, I yawn, I iigii, and (weatL 

Then as a ticens'd fpy, wh'o& nothing can. 

Silence or hurt, Ke libels the greiat Man j 

Swears every place entaiPd for years to comcy x6o 

fA fure fucceflioh to the day of doom : 

He names the price for every office paid. 

And fays our wars thrive ill, becaufe delayed z 

Nay hints, *tis by connivance of the Court, 

That Spain robs on, and Dunkiric's ftill a Port. 165 

Not more amazement feiz'd on Circe*s guefls. 

To fee themfclves fall endlong into beafts. 

Than mine to find a fubjeiSl ftay*d and vHib 

Already half tum'd traitor by fuiprize. 

I ftlt 

Like a big wife, at fight of loathed meat, 
Ready to travail : fb I figh, and f^^at 
To hear this MalWroft talk t irt Vain, fof yet. 
Either my huniour, or his own to fit. 
He like a priviledg'd fpie, whom nodnng can 
Difcredit, libels now 'gainft: each great man. 
He names the price of every ofRce paid ; 
He faith our wars thrivie ill becaufe delaid i 
'rtat Offices are intail'd, and thalf there are 
Perpetuities of theW, laftihg as fiur 
As the M day; and that gtet office 
Do with atit Spaniards fhare, and Dunkirk«n. 
I more amazM than Circe^t prifoners, wheii 
They felt Aem(elvc« turn bcafts, ficlt myfejf then 
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I fdt th' infc^lioii Aide from him to me, 170 

As in the pox, fome give it to get free; 
And quick to fwallow me, methought I faw . 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its jaw. 

In that i)ice Moment, as another Lye 
Stood juft a-tilt, the Minifter came by. 175 

To him he flics, and bows, and bows again. 
Then, clofe as" Umbra, joins the dirty train. 
Not Fannius' felf more impudently near. 
When h?df his jaofe is in hi^ Prince's eaj:. 

I quak'd 

m I ■ I ■ I ■■ I I ■ I lit 

Becoming Traytor, and methought I faw. 

One of our Ciiant Statutes ope his jaw 

To fuck me in for hearing him : I found 

That as burnt venemous Leachers do grow found 

By giving others their fores, I might grow 

Guilty, and he free : Therefore I did fhow 

All figns of loathing j but fmce J am in, 

I muft pay mine, and my forefathers fin 

To the lafl: farthing. Therefore to my power 

Toughly and ftubbomly I bear ; but th' hower 

Of mercy now was come : be tries to bring 

Me to pay a fine to 'fcape a torturing. 

And fays, Sjr, can you fpaie mp — ? I faid, Willingljj 

Nay, Sir, can you fpajrc me a crown ? Thankfully I 

Gave it, as ranfom \ but as fidlers, ftill. 

Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 

Thruft one more jigg upon you : fo did he 

With lus Ions compliment^ thanks vex m^, . 
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I quak'd at heart j aqd, ftill afraid to fee - \%o 

All the Court fill'd with ftrangec thipgs than be. 
Ran out as fail as one, that pays his bail, . 
And dreads more a^lipns, hurries from a jail. 

Bear me, (pme God ! oh quickly bear me. hence 
To wholefome Solitude, the nurfe of Senfe : i^j 

Where Cfutemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 
And the free foul looks down to pity Kings ! 
There fober thought purfued th' amufmg theme. 
Till Fancy coloured it, and forjuM a Dreami, 
A Vifion hermits can to Hell tranfport, 190 

And forc'd ev'n me to fee the daranM at Court. 
Not Dante, dj-eamiiig all th' infernal fcate. 
Beheld fuch fcenes of envy, fin, and hate, , > 

Baie Fear becomes the guilty, not the free ; 
Suits Tyrants^ Plunderers, but fuits not rae : 195 

..Shall 

£ut l)e is. gone, thanks to his needy want, 

JVnd the Prerogative of my Cix)wn 5 fcant 

His thanks were ended, when. I .(which did fee 

AW the Court iill'd with more ftrange things than he). 

Han from thence with fuch, or more hafte than one. . «. 

'Who fears more a6lions, doth haft from prifon. -; 

At'h^me in wholefome folitarinefs 
JMy piteous foul began the wretchednefs 
Of fuitora at cpurt to ipourn, and a trance 
Like his^ who dreamt he faw hell, did adv^ince 
Itfelf o'er mej fuch men as he faw there 
t faw at fourt, and wprfe and mor?. Low feai? 



bhall I, the T«rrt)t 0f this itiifil ttfwto. 
Cut/ i^ it tiVfcfyM Ldl^ ot dxiile or ft&wlA t 
Who cannot A^ttet, «nd dMfft ^R4i6 dan. 
Trembler btfdte a Aoble S^Iirg;-mift ? 
O mjr fail* miftrefd, TfUeh f ihall 1 4tiit Ait 
tbr hufiingry braggirt, poft Kdbility ? 
Thou, wh6 fince yefterda)r hiSt roHM o*(i^ ai! 
The bufy, idle blockheads of the ball. 
Haft thou, oh Sutl ! bcfteld an &ihpfset (bn, 
Than fuch as fWtll tbH bli^er 6f i court f 
Kow pox on thoft who fto^ a C Art in ^^ay I 
It ought to bring £\ CourtS^tfrs oft their backs i 
Such painted puppets ! filch a: TamiihM r^e 
Of hoUow gewgairsy only ditfs and face I 
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Becomes the guilty, not the acculer : Then, 
Shall I, none's (lave, of highborn or raisM men 
Fear frowns t and my ifliAifeft TrCrfh, b^ray dieie 
For th* huffing, bragtff, p<ift nobility f 
No, no, thou which fined y^ffifrrdky h'aft beite, 
Alih6ft about the whole WotM-, haft thou fehi, 
O ftkn, in all diy journey, vsfnity. 
Such aa fwells the bladder 6f oaf ccMtt f t 
Think he which made yottf Waxen garden/, iMd 
Tranfported it from Italy, to (bnd 
With us, at London, iferuts oUrCourtiM^} fdt 
Juft fuch gay painted things, which' no fa^pr^ nor 
Tafte have in them, ouirs Hre } aikl natural' 
Some dfihe ilocks ttt \ ^^t Mlubaftard all. 
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Such waien no&ty lately fbring thingw— sio 

No wonder fomc folks bow, And think them Kings. 

See ! where the BritHh yotith, engagM nb more. 
At Fig's, at White's, with felons, or a i^hore, 
Fijr their laft duty to the Court, and come 
AH frefli and fragrant, to the drawing-room ; 115 

In hues as gay, and odours as divine. 
As die fair fields they fold to look fo fine. 
« That's Velvet for a King !" the flatterer fwears j 
Tis true, for ten days hence *twill be King Learns. 
Our Court may juftly to our fbge give rules, ario 

That helps it both to fools-coats and to fools. 
And why not players ftnit in courtiers clothes f 
For theie are a£^ors too, as well as thofe : 
Wants reach all ftates : they beg but better dieft. 
And all is fplendid poverQr at beft. si 5 

Fainted 

*Tis ten a Clock and paftj dl whom* the mue^, 
fialoun-, or tennis, diet, or the ftews 
Had all die morning held, now the (inrond 
Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 
Ik die Prefence, and I (God pardon me) 
As irdk and fweet dieir Appaxels be, as be 
Tbebr fields^they fold to buy them. For a kia^ 
Thofe hofe are, cry the flatterers : and bring 
Them next week to the theatre to fell. 
Wants reach all ftates : me feems they do as well 
At ftage, as courts ; all are pfayen. Whoe'er looki' 
(For themfelves.dare not go) o*er CKea^^Afe^sivSfc^^ 
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Painted for fight, and efl*enc*d for die finelly 
Like frigntet fraught with fpice and cochinelly 
Sail in the Ladies : how each pirate eyes 
So weak a velTe], and fo rich a prize 1 
Top'gallant he^ and /he in all her trim, tyo 

He boardijig her, ihe ilriking fail to him : 
'«* Dear Con ntefs ! you have charms all hearts to hit!" 
And '* Sweet Sir Fopling ! you have fo much wit !". . 
Such wits and beauties are not praised for nought^ 
For both the beauty and the wit arc bought. 135 

*Twould burft e\'cn lleraclitus with the fpleen. 
To fee thofe anticksy Fopling 2nd Courtin : 
The Prefcncc feems, with things (b richly odd. 
The mofque of Mabound. or fome queer Pa-god. 
See them furvey their limbs by Durer's rules, i^ 

Of all beau -kind the beft proportioned fools ! 

Adjuft 

Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Now 
The Ladies come. As pirates (which do know 
That there came weak (hips fraught with Cutchanel) 
The meo board them : and praife (as they think) well. 
Their beauties ; they the mens wits $ both are bought,' 
Why good wits ne'er wear fcarlet gowns, I thought . 
This caufe, Thefe men, mens wits for fpeeches buy, 
And women buy all i-ed which fcarlets dye. 
He callM her beauty lime-twigs, her hair net: 
She feai-s her djiiprs ill layM, her hair loofe fct. 
Wouldn't Hcraclhus laugh to fee Macrine 
jFrom iiat to (hoe, Vv\mfc\£ u ^to^ xc^ttft^ . . 
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their cloiditi and to confeiTion draw 

renial fins^ in atdm» or a ftraw i 

! what terrors muft diftraft the foul 

ted of that mortal crimey a hole \ 24)- 

tl4 one pound of powder lefs befpread 

nonkey- tails. that wag behind their head. 

iiu(h*dy and corre£led to a hair, 

larchy to prate their hour before the Fair. 

to preach a white-gloved Chaplain goes, 250 

land of Lily, and with cheek of Ro(e, 

* than Sharon, in immaculate trim, 

fs itfelf impertinent in him. 

Let 

[le Prefence were a Mofque : and lift 

rts and hofe, and call his clothes to fhrift, 

i them confefs not only mortal 

bins and holes in them« but venial 

« and duft, wherewith they fornicate : 

en by Durcr's rules furvcy Ae fli^te 

sach limb, and with ftrings the odds tries 

neck to his leg, and wafte to diigfas, 

nmaculate clothes, and Symmetry 

as Circles, with fuch nicety 

3ung Preacher at his^ firft time goes 

adf^ he enters, and a lady which owes 

>t fo much as good-will, he arrefts, 

ito her protefts, protefts, protefts, J 

h as at Rome would fei-ve to have thrown 

inHnals into the Inquiiition i 
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Let but the I^et rmile, 99d thejr art bkft t 
Prodigious ! how tbc thisgf prttti* profitft t 
Peace, fools, ^r Qonioii will for PapiAa feist yomp 
If once he catch yon at youc Jtfu ! Jtfii I 

Nature made t vfiy Fop to plague hit hmhtt, 
Juft as one Beauty mortifiet another* 
But here 's the Capt^ia that will plagut thcBi bod^ 
Whofe air criea Ann 1 wboie Yery look^a an oath i 
7be Captain's honeftt Sirs, and thai*s t»ou^ 
Though his (bul 'a b»lltt| and hit bgdy boff. 
He fpits fore-right i hit han^ty dieft ht£anp 
Like battering rams, beate open tnry doott 
An4 with a face as red, and as awry, 
Am Ha»d*l hangdogs in old Ti^tfey, 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's ciiife» 
Has yet s^ ftrange ambition to loc^k wode t 

I t ■ 

'a 

And whifpcrs by Jcfu fo oft* that 9 

Purfucvant would have raviih'd him away 

For faying ovr Lady's Pfalter. But 'tis fit 

That they each other plague, they merit it* 

But here comes Glorious that will pli^ue *ca ball^ 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough car^lefnefs good fafiiion : 

Whofe cloak his fpurs teai*, or whom he fpitt Oi« 

He cares not, he. His ill words do no hamv 

To him ; he rufhea in, as if Arm, arm» 

He meant to cry j and though bis face bo at m. 

As theirs which in old, hangings wbi|^ Chfifl» ftiK 
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tkt civil, k^f ibfi ni^fi in fire, %jq^ 

I licciwM fppl, comnw4» W^ l»w, 
I, J[ ^yit tl]« room» bv|t kaye i^ fo 

om J^U. to C^^UtlQI^ £|0 } 
BHth deadly fins I fee the wall, 
with Giants deadlier than them all j 175 
. an A^^party of ftrengdi to toTs 
, both Temple-bar and Charing-cioft. 
he griily forms, I iweat, I fLj, 
: all o'er, like a difeoverM tpy* 
ure too much for wits fo weak as mine s a So 
rm with Heaven's Artillery, bold Divine! 
alone the Great rebukes endtirey 
ire *s (acred, and whofe rage fecnre s 

•Tis 

to look worfe i he keeps all in awe | 
. licensed fool, commands like law. 
ow, I leave this place, and but pleasM fo 
om gaols to execution go, 
^h the great chamber (why is it huxtga 
feven deadly fins ?) being among 
;aparts, men big enough to throw 
rofs, for a bar, men that do know, 
>f worth, but Queens man, and fin* 
arrels of beef, flaggons of wine. 
:e a fpied Spie— Preachers which are 
it and Arts, you can, then dare» 
i (ins of this place, but as for me 
I but a fcant brook, enough ihaii be 



»S|- P O P t*S P E M S. 

'Tis'-mmc to wafli a few light ftains 5 but theirs 
To deluge fin, and drown a Coiut in tears. 
However what 's now Apocrypha, my Wit, 
In time to come, may pafs for Holy Writ. 

To waih the ibiins away s Altliough I yet 
(With Maccabees modefty) the known merit 
Of my work lefTen, yet fome wife men (hall, 
I hope, efteem my Writs Canonical. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SATIRES. 

IN TWO DIALOGUES. 

Written in mdccxxxtiii. 

' '■ ^-< 

DIALOGUE I. 

Fr.'VTOT twice a twelvemonth you appear in Print, 

-^^ And when it comes, the Court fee nothing in*t. 
You grow corre^, that once with Rapture writ. 
And are, beiides, too moral for a Wit. 
Decay of Parts, alas 1 we all muft feel— 5 

Why now, this moment, don't I fee you fteal f 
Tis all from Horace ; Horace long before ye 
Said, " Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ;*' 

And 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. >. in the MS. 
Vou don't, I hope, pretend to ({uit the trade, 
Becaufe you think voui- reputation made : 
Like good Sir Paul, of whom (b much was faid. 
That when his name was up, he lajr a-bed. 
Come, come, re^ih us with a livelier fong; 
Or, like Sir Paul, you'll lie a-bed too long, 
P. Sir, what I write, Ihould te correftly writ, 
F. Corre^ ! *tis what no genius can admit. 
Befides, you grow too moral for a Wit* 
Vol. II. U 
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And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 

« To laugh at Fools who put their truft^ Petti*.** ip 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice i 
Bubo obferves, he laihM no (ott #f Vice : 
Horace would fay, Sir Billy fervid the Crown, 
Blunt could do Bufinefs, Higgins knew the Town 5 
In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sei;, 15 

In revei-end Biihops note fome fmall Negleds, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggifli thing. 
Who crept our Ears, and fent them to the King. 
His fly, polite, iniinuating ftyle 
Could pleafe at Court, and make Augustus finile: 
An artful Manager, that crept between 
His Friend and Shame, and was a kind of Screen. 
But ^faith your Tery Friends will ibon be fore ; 
Patriots there are, who wiih youM jeft no nKnr*- 
And wheiVs the Glory ? 'twill be only thought 2^ 
The Great man never ofier'd yon a groats 
Go fee Sir Rob£RT — 

P. See Sir Robert !«^hum— 
And never laugh — for all my life to come ? 
Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleafure, ilUexchang^d* for Power ; %9 

Seen him, uncumber*d with a Venal tribe. 
Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe. 
Would he oblige me ! let me only, find. 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come^ at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt $ $f 
The only difference is, I dare laugh out. 

F.Wry 
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F. Why yes : with Scripture ftill you may be free j 
A Horfe-laughy if you pleafe, at Honefty ; 
A Joke on Jekyll, or fome odd Old Whig^ 
Who never changed his Principle, or Wig 5 4# 

A Patriot is a Fool in every age, 
Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage i 
Thefe nothing hurts ; they keep their Fafhion ftilJ» 
And wear their ftrange old Virtue, as they will. 

If any aik you, " Who's the Man, fo near 45 

'< His Prince, that writes in Verfe, and has his ear ?** 
Why anfwer Lyttelton, and I'll engage 
The worthy Youth ihall ne'er be in a rage 1 
But were his Verfes vile, his Whifper bafe : 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's cafe* 50 

Sejanus, WoLfey, hurt not honeft Fleury, 
But well may put fome Statefmen in a fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes 5 
Thefe you but anger, and you mend not thofe. 
Laugh at your Friends, and, if your Friends are fore, 55 
So much the better, you may laugh the more* 
To Vice and Folly to confine die jeft. 
Sets half the world, God knows, againft the reft i 
Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 
At Senfe and Virtue balance all again* 60 

Judicious Wits fpread wide the Ridicule, 
And charitably comfoit Knave and Fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the Prejudice of Youth : 
Adieu Diftin^ion, Satire, Warmth, and Truth ! 
Come, harmlefs Chara^ers that no one hit ^ 65 

Come, Henley's Oratory, 0(b9rn'8 Wit I 

U % The 



29* FOPE'fr POEMS. 

The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue^ 
The Flowers of Bubo, and the Flow of Young ! 
The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence, 
And nil the wcll-whipt Cream of Courtly Senie, jo 
That firft was H— vy's, F— 's next, and then. 
The S — te'g, and then H — ^vy's once agen. 
O come, that eafy Ciceronian (tyle. 
So Latin, yet fo Englifli all the while. 
As, though the Pride of Middleton and Bland, 75 
All Boys may read, and Girls may underftand ! 
Then might I fmg, without the leaft offence, 
And all I fung (hould be the Nation^s Senie i 
Or teach the Melahcholy Mufe to mourn, 
Hang the fad Verfe on Carolina's Urn, 89 

And hail her palTagc to the Realms of Reft, 
All parts performed, and all her Children bleft ! 
So — Satire is no more — I feel it die- 
No Gazetteer more innocent than I— 
And let, a God*s name, every Fool and Knave 85 
Be graced through Life, and flattered in his Grave. 

F. Why fo ? if Satire knows its Time and Place, 
Vou ft ill may lafli the greateft— in Difgrace : 
For Merit will by turns forfake them all ; 
Would you know when ? exa^ly when they fall. 90 
But let all Satire in all Changes fpare 

Immortal S— k, and grave De re. 

Silent and foft, as Saints removM to Heaven, 

All Ties diffolv'd, and every Sin forgiven, 

Thefe may forae gentle minifterial Wing ' 95 

JReccive, and place for ever near a King ^ 

There, 
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There, where no Paflion, Pride, or Shame ttanfport, 
Luird with the fweet Nepenthe of a Court, 
There, where no Father's, Brother's, Friend's difgrace 
Once break their reft, or ftir them from ^eir Place : . 
But paft the Senfe of human Miferies, 
All Teai's are wip'd for ever from all eyes ; 
No cheek is known to blufh, no heart to throb, 
Save when they lofe a Queftion, or a Job. 

P. Good Heaven forbid, that I fhould blaft their glory. 
Who know how like Whig Minifters to-Tory, 
And when three Sovei^igns dy'd, could fcarce be vext, 
Coniidering what a gracious Prince was next. 
Have I, in filent wonder, feen fuch things 
As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kings $ no 

And at a Peer, or Peerefs, (hall I fret. 
Who ftarves a Sifter, or foiiwears a Debt ? 
Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaft } 
But (hall the dignity of Vice be loft ? 
Ye Gods ! fliall Gibber's Son, without rebuke, 115 
Swear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke f 
A Favourite's Porter with his Matter vie. 
Be brib'd as often, and as often lie ? 
Shall Ward draw Contra^s with a Statefman's ikill ? 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a Will i 1 20 

Is it for Bond, or Peter, (paltry things) 
To pay their Debts, or keep their Faith, like Kings ? 

If 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 112. in fome editions. 
Who ftarves a Mother— 
U 1 



t^ ? O PE*S P 01 MS. 

If Blount difpatcVdhimfdf, heplayMthei 
And fo may'ft dion, illulhious Pafleratn t 
But (hall a Printer, weary of his life, 
I^am, from their Books, to hang himfelf and Wifi 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muft not betr$ 
Vice thus abused, demands a Nation*s care i 
This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin, 
And hurls the Thunder of the Laws on Gin. 

Let modeft Fofter, if he will, excel! 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well ; 
A iimple Quaker, or a Quaker^s Wife, 
Outdo Landaflfe in DoArine, -yea in Life i 
Let humble Allen, with an aukward Shame, 
Do good by ftealdi, and blufh to find it Fame, 
Virtue may choofe the high or low Degree, 
•Tis juft alike to Virtue, and to me 5 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ftill the fame belov*d, contented thing. 
Vice 13 undone, if ihe forgets her Birth, 
And (loops from Angels to the dregs of Earth t 
But 'tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore ; 
Let Greatncfs own her, and (he's mean no more. 
Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Courts confefs, 
Chafte Matrons praife her, and grave Bi(hops blefsj 
In golden Chains the willing World (he draws. 
And here the Gofpcl is, and hers the Laws, 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her fcarlet head. 
And fees pale Virtue carted in her (lead. 
Lo I at the wheels of her triumphal Car, 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a Scar, 

Drag 
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ragg*d in the duft 1 his aims hang idly round, 
is Flag inverted trails along the ground ! 
IT Youth, all livery'd o'er with foreign Gold, 155 
;fore her dance : behind her, crawl the Old ! 
e thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 
Dd offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son ! 
»r her black Trumpet through the Land proclaim, 
liat Not to be corrupted is the shame. 160 
Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in^ Power, 
Is Avarice all. Ambition is no more ! 
e, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves I 
e, all our Fools afpiring to be Knaves ! 
he Wit of Cheats, the Courage -of a Whore, 165 
re what ten thoufand envy and adore : 
11, all look up, with reverential Awe, 
t crimes that Ycape, or triumph o'er the Law : 
Tiile Truth, Worth,, Wifdom^ daily they decry- 
Nothing is facred now but Villainy.** 170 
Yet may thi« Verfe (if fuch a Vcrfe remain) 
low there was one who held it in difdain. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SATIRES. 

Written in If Dccxxxviii. 

DIALOGUE IT. 

Fr. 9 np I S all a Libel —Paxton (Sir) will %. 1 
* P. Not yet, my Friend ! to-moirow *iaidi f 
it may j | 

And for that very caufe I print to-day. I 

How fliould I fret to mangle every line« 
In reverence to the Sins of Thirty-nine ! 5 

Vice with fuch Giant-ftrides comes on amain. 
Invention ftrives to be before in vain ; 
Feign what I will, and paint it e^er fo ftrongi 
Some rifing Genius fins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty lafh ; 10 
Even Guthry faves half Newgate by a Daih. 
Spare then the Perfon, and expofe the Vice. 

P. How, Sir ! not damn the Sharper, but the Dice ? 
Come on then. Satire ! general, unconfinM, 
Spread thy broad wing, and fouce on all the kind, 15 
Ye Statefmen, Priefts, of one Religion all ! 
Ye Tradefmen, vile, in Army, Court, or Hall ! 
Ye reverend Atheifts. F. Scandal ! name them. Who } 

P, Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 

Who 
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Who ftarvM a Sifter} who forefwore a Debt, 10 

I never nam'd j the Town *s enquiring yet. 
.The poifoning Dame — ^F. You mean— P. I donH.«« 
F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you ! 
The bribing Statefman— F* Hold> too high you go. 

P. The bribed Eleaor— F. There you ftoop too 
low. 25 

. p. I fain would pleafe you^^if I knew with what ; 
Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not ? 
Muft great Offenders, once efcapM the Crown, 
Like Royal Harts, be never more run down ? 
Admit your Law to fpare the Knight i-equires f 39 

As Beafts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 
SuppoCe I cenfure— you know what I mean—* 
To fave a Bifhop, may I name a Dean ? 

F. A Dean, Sir ? no $ his Fortune is not made. 
You hurt a man that's niing in the Trade. 35 

P. If not the Tradefman who fet up to-day, 
Much lefs the 'Pi-entice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud Satire ! though a Realm be fpoiPd, 
Arraign no mightier Thief than Wretched Wild $ 
Or, if a Court or Country '9 made a job, 40 

Go drench a Pickpocket, and join the Mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice !) 
The matter 's weighty, pray confider twice $ 
Have you lefs pity for the needy Cheat, 
The poor and friendlcfs Villain, than the Great ? 4.5 
Alas! the fmallDifcredit of a Bribe 
^arce hurts the Lawyer, but imdoes the Scribe. 

T\w.^ 
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Then better Au-c it Charity becomes 

To tax Dlre^rsy who (thank God) haiit PklM | 

i8till better, Minifters } or, if the tiling ji | o 

May pinch ev'n there— why lay it on a King. 

F. Stop ! ftop ! 

P. Mtift Satire, then, nor rife nor fall ? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogues at all. 

F. Yes, ftrike that Wild, 1^1 juftify the blow. 

P. Strike ? why the man was hanged ten years ago: 
Who now that obfolete Example fears ? 
£v'n Peter trembles only for his Ears. 

F. What, always Peter ? Peter thinks yon mad. 
You make men defperate, if they once are bad : 
£lfe might he take to Virtue fome years hence— 6 

P. As S— k, if he lives, will love Ae Prince. 

F. Sti-angc fpleen to S— k 1 

P. Do I wrong the Man ? 
<7od knows, I praife a Courtier where I can. 
When I confefs, there is who feels for Fame, 
And melts to Goodnefs, need I Scarborow name f 65 
Pleas'd let me own, in Efher's peaceful Grove 
^Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelham^s Love) 
The Scene, the Matter, opening to my view, 
I fit and dream I fee my Craggs anew ! 

Ev'n in a Bilhop I can fpy Defert $ 70 

Seeker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, 
Manners with Candour are to Benfon given. 
To Berkley, every Virtue under Heaven. 

But does the Court a worthy Man remove f 
That inftant, I declare, he has my Love t 75 

lihun 
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I (hun his Zenith, court his mild Decline ; 

TI1US Sonmners once, and Halifax, were mine. 

Oft, in the clear, ftill Mirrour of Retreat, 

I ftudy'd Shrewflbury, the wife and great : 

Carleton's calm Senfe, and Stanhope^s noble Flame, So 

ComparM, and knew their generous End the fame : 

'How pleaiing Atterbury's fofter hour ! 

How flunM the Soul, unconquerM in the Tower; 

How can I Pulteney, Chefterfield forget. 

While Roman Spiiit charms, and Attic Wit : 85 

Argyll, the State's whole Thunder bom to ^eld, 

And ihake alike the Senate and the Field : 

Or Wyndham, juft to Freedom and the Throne, 

The Mailer of our Pafiions, and his own. 

Names, which I long have lov'd, nor lov*d in vain, 90 

Kank'd with their Friends, not numbered with their 

Train; 
And if yet higher the proud Lift fhould end. 
Still let me fay! No Follower, but a Friend. 

Yet think not, Friendfliip only prompts my lays $ 
I follow Virtue ; where (he (hines, I praife : 95 

Point flie to Prieft or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's Beaver caft a GI017. 
I never (to my forrow I declare) 
Din*d with the Man of Rofs, or my Lord Mayor. 
Some, in their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 
Have ftill a iecret Byafs to a Knave : 
To find an honeft man, I beat about; 
And love him, court him, praife him, in or out. 

F. Then why fo few commended f 

P,K<it 
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P. Not fo fierce s 

Find you the Virtue^ and 1*11 find the Verfe. i 

But random Praife— the ta(k can ne*er be done i 
Each Mother aiks it for her booby Son» 
Each Widow aiks it for the Beft of Men, 
For him (he weeps, and him flie weds again. 
Praife cannot ftoop, like Satire, to the ground : i 
The Number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd. 
Enough for half the Greateft of thefe days. 
To Tcape my Cenfure, not expe£^ my Praife. 
Are they not rich ? what irore can they pretend ? 
Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friend > ] 

What Richelieu wanted, Louis fcarce could gain, 
And what young Anmion wifh'd, but wiih'd in vaiii 
No Power the Mufe's Friend (hip can conunand j 
No Power, when Virtue claims it, can withftandt 
To Cato, Virgil paid one honett line j 

let my Country^s Friends illumine mine ! 
—What are you thinking ? F. Faith the thought's no 

1 think your Friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out. 

The way they take is ftrangely round about. 

F. They too may be coniipted, you'll allow ? 

P. I only call thofe Knaves who are fo now. 
Is that too little ? Come then, 1*11 comply— 
Spirit of Amall ! aid me while I lie. 
Cobham 's a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 
And Lyttelton a dark, defigning Knave, 
St. John has ever been a wealthy Fool—* 
But let me add. Sir Robeit *s mighty dull. 
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[as never made a Friend in private life, 

Lnd was, befides, a Tyrant to his Wife. 135 

But pray when others praife him, do I blame ? 
'all Vcrres, Wolfey, any odious name ? 
Vhy rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine, 
)h all-accompli(h'd St. John I deck thy fhrine ? 

What ? ihall each fpur-gaird Hackney of the day, 
AThen Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 
Dr each new-penfion'd Sycophant,- pnetend 
To break my Windows if 1 treat a Friend 5 
rhen wifely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
iut 'twas my Gueft at whom they thi^ew the dirt ? 145 
lure, if I fpare the Minifter, no rules 
)f honour bind me, not to maul his Tools ; 
>ure, if they cannot cut, it may be faid 
iis Saws are toothlefs, and his Hatchets Lead. 

It anger'd Tui-enne, once upon a day, 150 

Fo fee a Footman kick'd that took his pay : 
Jut when he heard th' AfFj'ont the Fellow gave, 
Cnew one a Man of honbur, one a Knave ; 
The prudent Generai tum*d it to a jeft, 
\nd begg*d, hcM take the pains to kick the reft 1 15^ 
(Vhich not at prefent having time to do-.- 
F. Hold Sirl for God's fake, where*s th' AflBront to you F 
^gainft your worihip when had S— k writ ? 
Or P— g« pourM forth the Torrent of his Wit ^ 
Or grant the Bard whofe diftich all commend 160 

[In Power a Servant, out of Power a Friend] 
To W— le guilty of fome venial fmj 
What's that to you who n«*er was out nor in? 
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The Prieft whole Flattery bediopt the Crowo, 
How huit he you } he only ftain'd the Gown. i( 

And how did, pray, the florid Youth offend, 
Whofe Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend ? 
P. Faith it imports not much from whom it came) ] 
Whoever borrowed, could not be to blame, ] 

Since the whole Houfe did afterwards the fame f * 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford fupply. 
As Hog to Hog in huts of Weftphaly $ 
If one, through Nature's Bounty or his Lord^s, 
Has what the frugal, dirty foil affords, . 
From him the next receives it, thick or diin, 17 

As pure a mefs almoft as it came in ; 
The bleffed benefit, not there confined. 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles clofe behind ; 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they caroufe t 
The laft full fairly gives it to the Houfe. it 

F. This filthy fimile, this beaftly line 
Quite turns my ftomach — 

P. So does Flattery mine: 
And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent. 
Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me further — Japhet, ^tis agreed, 1% 

Writ not, and Chaitres fcarce would write or read, 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltlcfs quite 5 
But Pens can foi^, my Friend, that cannot write \ 

Asm 

VARIATION. 

Vei-. 185. in the MS. 
I grant it, Sir $ and further 'tis agreed, 
Japhet writ not, and CVv^rXit% Icarce could read. 
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And muft no Egg in Japhct's face be thjniwiiy 

Becaufe the Deed he forg'd was not my own ? 19a 

Muft never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 

Unlefs, goo4 man ! he has been fnsly ml 

No zealous Paftor blame a failing Spoufe^ 

Without a daring Reafon on his brows ? 

And each Blafphemer quite efcape the rod» ty% 

Ptcauie the infnlt *s not on Man» but Qod f 

ASk you what Provocation I have hadi 
The ftrong Ant^>athy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an Affront endure^ 
Th* Affiront is mine, my friend, and ihouldbe yours^ 
Mine, as a Foe profefs^d to faife Pretence, 
Who think a Coxcomb's Honour like his Senfe } 
Mine, as a Friend to every worthy mind ; 
And mine as Man, who feel for all mankind. 
F« You *re ftrangely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no Slave : ' 
So impudent, I own myfelf no Knave : 
So odd, my Country's Ruin makes me grave. 
Yet, I am proud ; I muft be proud to fee 
Men not zfnid of God, afraid of me : 
Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, . mo 
Yet touch'd and (ham*d by Ridicule alone. 

O (acred weapon 1 left for Truth's defence. 
Sole Dread of Folly, Vice, and Infolence ! 
To all but Heaven-dire£ked hands deny'd. 
The Mufe may give thee, but the Gods muft g-uidei 
Reverent I touch thee I but with honeft teal ; 
To royze tht Watchmen of the public VMi, 



1 
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To Virtue's vfoack provoke the tardy Hall» 

And goad the Prelate (lumbering in his Stall. 

Ye tinfel Infefls 1 whom a Court maintains^ tld 

That counts your Beauties only by your Stiins> 

Spin all your Cobwebs o'er the Eye of Day I 

The Mufe's wing ihall bruih you all away : 

All his Grace preaches, all his LordAiip frngs. 

All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of Kingi< 

Ally all but Truth, drops dead-bom from the Preft, 

Like the laft Gazette, or the laft Addrefs. 

When black Ambition ftains a public Caufe, 
A Monarch's Sword when mad Vain-glory drawi. 
Not Waller*s Wreath can hide the Nation*s Scar, t3< 
Not Boileau turn the Feather to a Star. 

Not fo, when, diadem'd with rays divine^ 
Touch'd with the Flame that breaks from Virtue's Shrine 
Her Prieftefs Mufe forbids the Good to die. 
And opes the Temple of Eternity. 931 

There, other Trophies deck the truly brave^ 
Than fuch as Anitis calls into the Grave j 

Fu 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 217. in the MS. 

Where's now the Star that lighted Charles to rife? 
—With that which followed Julius to the flues. 
Angels, that watch'd the Royal Oak To well. 
How chanc'd ye nod, when lucklels Sorel fell i 
Hence, lying miracles ! reduc'd fo low 
As to the re^al-touch and papal-toe $ 
Hence haughty Edgar's title to the Main, 
Biitain^i to France, and thine to India, Spain I 
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Far other Stars than * and * • wear, 

And may defcend to Mordington from Stair ; 

(Such as on HougVs unfullyM Mitre (hine, 24.0 

Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 

Let Envy howl, while Heaven's whole Chorus fings. 

And bark at Honour not conferred by Kings j 

Let Flattery fickening fee the Ineenfe riie. 

Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Skies : 245 

Truth guards the Poet, fanftifies the line. 

And makes immortal, Verfe as mean as mine. 

Yes, the laft Pen for Freedom let me draw. 
When Truth ftands trembling on the edge of Law 5 
Here, laft of Britons ! let your Names be readj 250 
Are none, none living ? let me praife the Dead, 
And for that Caufe which made your Fadiers fhine. 
Fall by the Votes of their degenerate Line. 

F. Alas ; alas ! pray end what you began. 
And write next winter more EfTays on Maji. ft 55 
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EPISTLE VII. 

[mitated in the Manner of Dr. Swift, 

pis true, my Lord, I gave my word, 

*- I would be with you, June iht third j 

mg'd it to Auguft, and (in ihort) 

^e kept it — as you do at Court. 

\i humour me when I am (ick, j 

ly not when I am fplenetick ? 

town, what Obje6ls could I meet? 

e (hops (hut up in every ftreet, 

d Funerals blackening all the Doors, 

d yet more melancholy Whores : lo 

d what a duft in every place ? 

d a thin Court that wants your Face, 

,d Fevers raging up and down, 

id W* and H** both in Town ! ^* 

"The 



wUinque dies tibi pollicitus me rure futuinim, 
^ Sextilem totum mendax deiideror. atqui, 
me viveie vis fanum re£teque valentem ; 
am mlhi das aegro, dabis aegrotare timenti, 
aecenas, veniam : dum ficus prima calorque 
(ignatorum decorat ii^ribus atris : 
im pueris omnis pater, et matercula pallet -, 
Bciofaque fedulitas, et opella forenfis 
Iducit febres, et teftamenta reilgaaX. 
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** The dog-days are no more the cafe." 15 

'Tis true, but Winter comes apace : 
Then fouthward let your Bard retii-e, 
Hold out fome Months 'twixt Sun and FirCr 
And you fhall fee the firft warm Weather, 
Me and the Butterflies together. M 

My Lord, your Favours well I know ; 
'Tis with Di{tin£lion you beftow $ 
And not to every one that comes, 
Jufl as a Scotfman does his Plums. 
" Pray take them, Sir— Enough's a Ftail: tj 

" Eat fome, and pocket up the reft''^— 
What rob your Boys ? thofe pretty tx>gue8 ? 
** No, Sir, you'll. leave them to the Hogs." 
Thus Fools with Compliments befiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 30 

Scatter your favours on a Fop, 
Ingratitude 's the certain crop 5 

And 

Quod fi bruma nives Albanis illinet agiis y 
Ad mare defcendet vates tuus, et fibi parcet, 
Contraftufque legct J tc, dulcis amice, revifet 
Cum Zephyris, fi concedes, et hirundine prima. 

Non, quo more pyris vcfci Calaber jubet hofpes. 
Tu me fecifti locupletenri. Vefcci'e Todes. 
Jam fatis eft. At tu quantumvis tolle. Benigne. 
Non invifa feres pucris munufcula parvis. 
Tam tencor dono, quam fi dimittar onuflus. 
Ut libet: haec porcis hodie comedenda r^linques. 
Frodigus et ftultus dqtkat (^m^ C^jwiwX tx ^Avx\ 
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And 'tis but juft, I'll tell ywi wherefoncy 

You give the things you never care for. 

A wife man always is or fliouM 35 

Be mighty ready to do good ; 

£ut makes a difterehce in his thouglit 

Betwixt a Guinea and a Oroat. 

Now this I'll fay, ycfn Ml find ki me 
A fafe Companion and« free $ 40 

But if you'd have me always near<— 
A word, pray, in your Honour's ttd\ 
I hope it is your Refolulitm 
To give me bade my Conftitu(ti<m ! 
The fprightly Wit, the lively Eye^ 45 

Th' engaging fmtle, the Gaiety, 
That laugh'd down many a ^umttier iSun, 
And kept you up fo oft till one : 
And all that voluntary Vehi, 

As when Belinda rais'dttfy Stnun. 56 

A 

Haec feges ingratos tulit et ferfet omnibtis annit. 
Vir bonus et fapien^, dignis ^t eKTe pacratuml 
Nee tamen ignorat, quid diftent aera lupinis ? 
Dignum praeihibo me, etiam pro laude merentls. 
Quod fi mfe fioks vfquam difcedere $ 'resides 
Forte ^tinrs, ntgros angofta'ft'biilfe'-tfapiflDs : 
Reddes ittlct kiq^ : reddtfs Yi<fcte deeoruUta, tt 
Inter vina^fc^tti Oynaitfe'tndei'ei^ jfrbtervae. 
Forte per anguihrm 'teHtik HrUl{>eeiiki rimam 
Repferatf in tumeitkih ^friitticMti : jMibf^, rtnto 
Ire foras pleho tttttAebftt-totpbin^^Stb^v 
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A Weazel once made ihift to dink 
In at a Corn-loft through ai Chink ; 
But having amply ftufF 'd his fldn. 
Could not get out as he got in $ 
Which one belonging to the Houfe 55 

(*Twas not a Man, it was a Moufc) 
Obferving, cryM, ** You ^fcape not fo, 
** Lean as you came. Sir, you muft go/* 
Sir, you may fpare your Application, 
I*m no fuch Beaft, nor his Relation^ io 

Nor one that Temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the Throat with Ortolans t 
Extremely ready to i-ciifn. 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-fea Subfcriptions take who pleaie^ ^5 

Leave me but Liberty and Eafe. 
"Twas what I faid to Craggs and Child^ 
Who praised my Mpdefty, and ihiird» 
Give me, I cryM, (enough for me) 
My Bread, and Independency ! 7» 

So bought an Annual-rent or two, 
And livM— — Juft as you fee I do s 

Near 

Cui muftela procul, S4 vis, alt, effugere iftinc ; 
Macra cavum repetes ar£^um, quem macra fubiftt. 
Hac ego fi compellar imagine, cun^ refigno i 
Nee fomnum plebis laudo fatur altilium, nee 
Otia divitiis Arabum Uberrima muto. 
Saepe verecundum laudafti : Rexquc, Paterque 
Avdidi col-am^ nee 'wibo ^^tc:v>i%«SQ&:iA^ 
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Near fifty, and without a Wife, 

I truft that Sinking Fund, my Life* 

Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 75 

Shrink back to my Paternal Cell, 

A little Houfe, with Trees a-row. 

And, like its Mafter, very low. 

There dy'd my Father, no man's Debtor, 

And there I'll die, nor worfe nor better. So 

To fet this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift will tell his Story* 

" Hailey, the nation's great fupport— " 

But you may read it, I flop (hort. 

Infpice, fi pofTum donata reponere laetus. 



Parvum panra decent, mihi jam non regia Roma, 
Sed vacuum Tibur placet^ aut imbelleTarentum. 
Sti-enuus et fortis, caufifque Philipput agendis 
Clams, &c. 



Tht 
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The latter Part of SATIRE V!*. 

O Channing Noons ! and Nights diTinc ! 

Or when I fup, or when I dine. 

My Friends above, my Folks below, t)5 

Chatting and kiting aU-a-row, 

The Beans and Bacon fet before ^emy 

The Grace-cup ferv'd with all decorum s 

Each willing to be pleased, atid ptea&> 

And even the v^ Dogs at eafe ! 14* 

Here no man prates of idle things. 

How this or that Italian iings, 

A Neighbour's Madnefs, or his Spoufe's^ 

Or what's in either of the Hoxifes : 

But fomething much more our concern, 145 

And quite a fcandal not to kam : 

Which is the happier, or the wifcr, 

A man of Merit, or a Mifer ? 

Wbether 

O nobles coenaeque Deum 1 quibus ipfe meique. 
Ante Larem propriuro vefcor, vemafque procaces 
Pafco libatis dapibus : cum, ut cuique libido eft, 
Siccat inacquales calices conviva, folutus 
Legibus infanis : feu quis capit acria fortis 
Poculaj feu modicis uvcfcit laetius. ergo 
Sermo oritur, non de villis domibufve alienis, 
Kec male necne Lepos faltet : fed quod magis ad nod 
Pertinet, et nefcire malum eft, agitamus ; utrumn^ 

• See the firft purt vtv %V\iv'^'?<iftTR&^ 
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Whether we ought to chufe our Friends, 

For their own Worth, or our owh Ehds ? 150 

What good, or better, we may call> 

And what, the very beft of ail f 

Our Friend Dan Prior, told (you know) 
A Tale extremely ** a propos :" 
Name a Town Life, and in a trice, 155 

He had a Story of two Mice. 
Once on a time (fo runs the Fabk) 
A Country Moufe, right hofpitabie^ 
Received a Town Moufe at his Bou'd, 
Juft as a Farmer might a Lord. tto 

A frugal Moufe, upon the whole. 
Yet lov'd his Friend, and had a Soul, 
Knew what was handfome, and would d6% 
On juft occafibn^ " cbute qui coute." 
He brought him Bacon (nothing lean) 165 

Piiddingj that might have pleased a Dean ; 

Cfacefey 

— Ill I ■ I I I I I ■! |»l I . 

Divitiis hom&ies, an fint virtute beati r 
Qnidve ari mncitias, ufus refhimne, thihat nos t 
Et quae fit natura boni, fummumque qtrid cjnt. 
Oenrius haec iater vicinus garrit akiiles 
Ex re fabdlas. fi quis nam laudat Arelii 
Solicrtas ighams (^s$ fic incipit: Ohm 
Rufticns urbanum siurem mas pknpere f«itiir 
Accepiffe cavo, v«terem vetus hofpes amicum f 
Afper^ et attentus quaeiitis ; nt tamcn arflum 
So^yeret hofpitiis antmum, quid nraha ? neque iffi 
Sepofiti ckeiis, nee longae invidi\ atesoe *. 
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Cheefcy fuch as men in Suffolk make. 

But wifh'd it Stilton for his fake ; 

Yet, to his Gueft though no way fpaiing. 

He eat himfelf the rind and paring. 170 

Our Courtier fcarce could touch a bit. 

But ihowM his Breeding and his Wit 9 

He. did his beft to feem to eat. 

And cryM, ** I vow you're mighty neat. 

** But Lord, my Friend, this favage Sdene ! 175 

** For God's fake, come, and live with Men s 

«* Confider, Mice, like Men, muft die, 

<< Both fmall and great, both you and 1 1 

" Then fpend your life in Joy and Sport, 

" (This do^ne. Friend, I leam'd at Court.)" iSo 

The verieft Hermit in the Nation 
May yield, God knows, to ftrong temptation. 

Away 

Aridum et ore ferens acinum, fcmefaque lardi 
Frufta dedit, cupiens varia faflidia coena 
Vincere tangentis male fmgula dente fuperbo : 
Cum pater ipfe domus palea porre^us in horns 
EfTet ador loliumque, dapis meliora relinquens. 
Tandem urbanus ad hunc. Quid te juvat, inquit, amice 
Pi-aerupti nemoris patientem vivere dorfo ? 
Vin' tu homines urberaque fens praeponere fylvis ? 
Carpc viam (mihi crede) comes : terreftria quando 
Mortales animas vivunt fortita, neque uUa eft, 
Aut hiagno aut parvo, leti fuga. quo, bone, circa^ 
JDum licet, in rebus jucundis vive beatus : 
Vive memor quam fis aevi brevis. Haec ubi di^ 



\ 



Sat. VI. IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 317 

Away> they came, through thick and thin. 

To a tall houfe near Lincoln^s-Inn : 

(*Twas on the night of a Debate, 185 

When all their Lordfliips had fate late.) 

Behold the place, where if a Poet 
Shin'd in Defcription, he might fliow it j 
Tell how tlie Moon-beam trembling falls. 
And tips with Silver all the walls $ 299 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Grotefco roofs, and Stucco floors. : 
But let it (in a word) be faid. 
The Moon was up, and Men a-bed. 
The Napkin 's white, the Carpet red : X95 

The Guefts withdrawn had left the Treat, 
And down the Mice (ate, « tctc a t€te." 

Our Courtier walks from difh to difh, 
Taftes for his Friend of Fowl and Fifti j 
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 200 

** Que 9a eft bon ! Ah goutez 9a ! 

" That 

Agreftem pepulere, domo levis exfilit : inde 
Ambo propofitum peragunt iter, urbis aventes 
Moenia no6himi fubrepere. jamque tenebat 
Nox medium coeli fpatiuro, cum ponit uterque 
In locuplete domo veftigia : rubro ubi cocco 
Tin£la fuper le^os canderet veftis ebumos ; 
Multaque de magna fuperefTent fercula coena. 
Quae procul exftru6Us inerant beftema'caniftris. 
Ergo ubi purpurea porre£limi in vefte locavit 
Agreftem $ veluti ruccin6tut curfitat hofpet,' 
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<« That Jelly > rich, this Malmfey healing, 

«* Pray djp your Whiikers and your Tail in." 

Ws|8 evcj* luch a happy Swain f 

He ftufFs and fwilis, and ftuffs again. S05 

•* I'm quite aftiam*d— 'tis mighty n|d^ 

^* To eat fo much— but all's (b good. 

*< I have a thpufand thanks to give— 

<* My Loi-d alone knpws how to live.** 

No fooner faid, but from the Hall 110 

Ruih Chaplain > Butler, Dogs and all t 

*• A Rat, a Rat ! clap to the door"-r' 

The Cat comes bouncing on the floor* 

Q for the heait of Homer*« Mice, 

Or Gods to fave them in a trice ! 115 

(It was by Providence they think» 

For your damn'd Stucco has no chink.) 

<< An't pleafe your Honour, quoth the Peaiant, 

<< This fame Peflert is not Co plcafant :] 

" Give me again my hollow Tree, 

« A Cruft of Bread, and Liberty I" 

'■ LJ 

Continuatque dapes : nee non vemiliter ipfis 
Fungitur officiis, praelambens omne quod affert. 
Ille Cubans gaudet mutata forte, boniique 
Rebus agit laetum convivam : cuni Qibito ingeot 
Valvarum ftrepitus |e£lis excuffit utnimque* 
Currere per totum pavidi C9i>clave 3 magi(que 
Exanimes trepidar^, (imui doipus alta MqJo^s 
Perfonuit canibus, turn rufUcys, Hau^ mihi vita 
Eft opus haC| ait, et valets : me fvlva, cavufqye 
TutU5 ab iiiiidi^ tcu>^ (oV^Lbltk^ ano« 
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B .0 O K IV. 

ODE h 

To VENUS. 

AGAIN? new Tumults in my breaft ? 
Ah fpare me, Venus ! let mc, let me reft I 
I am not now, alas 1 the man 

As in the gentle Reign of my Q^een Anne. 
Ah found no more thy foft alarms. 

Nor circle fober fifty with thy Charms ! 
Mother too fierce of dear Defii'es 1 

Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires. 
To Number five direft your Doves, 
There fptead round Muixay all your blooming Loves ; 

Noble 



Ad VBNEREM. 

TNtermissa, Venus, diu 

-^ Rurfus bella moves ? parce precor, piccer. 

Non fum qualis eram bonae 

Sub regno Cynarae. define, dulciwn 
Mater faeva Cupidinum, 

Circa luftra decem Bfi&me mollibu« 
Jam dunun imperiis : abi 

Quo blandae juvenum te revocant precet f 
^empeftivius in domum 

l^a^illi^ puipureit ale^ oloribus, . 
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Noble and young, who ftrik.es the heart 

With erery fprightly, every decent part 5 
Equal, the injured to defend, 

To charm the MUbreTs, or to fix the Friend, 
He, with a hundred Arts refin'd. 

Shall ftretch thy conquefts over half the kind : 
To him each Rival (hall fubmit, 

Make but his Riches equal to his Wit. 
Then (hall thy Form the Marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian Form) and Chloe lend the Face 1 
His Houfe, embofom'd in the Grove, 

Sacred to focial life and foclal love. 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green. 

Where Thames reflefts the vifionary fcene x 
Thither, the filver-founding lyres 

Shall call the fmiling Loves, and young Defires ; 

There, 



Commiflfabere Maximi ; 

Si torrere jecur quaeris idoneum. 
Namque et nobilis, et decens, 

£t pro foliqitis non tacitus reis, 
Bt centum puer artium, 

Late figna feret militiae tuae. 
Et, quandoque potentior 

Largis muneribus rifcrit aemuli, 
yUbanos prope te lacus 

Ponct marmoream fub trabe citrea 
Illic plurima nanbus 

Duces thuraj lyvac^Mt tt BtvecYnthiac 
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There, every Grace and Mtlfe ihall thrbng^ 

Exsdt the dance; or aiiimate die ibng"; 
There Youths and Nyjn{)h8, in confort gay. 

Shall hail the rifing, clofe the parting day. 
With me, alas ! thofe joys arc o'6r 5 \ 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no morci 
Adieu ! fond hope of mutual fire. 

The ftill-believing, ftill renew'd dcfirc 5 
Adieu ! the heart-expanding bowl, 

And all the kind Deceivers of the foul j 
&ut why ? ah tell me, ah too dear ! 

Steals down my cheek th' involuntaiy Tear ? 
^Vhy words fo flowing, thoughts fo free, 

Stop, or turn nonfenfe, at one glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreft in Fancy's airy beam, 

Abfent I follow through th' extended Dream } 

Now 



Dele6labere tibia 

Mixtis carminibus, non fine fiflula. 
lllic bis pueri die 

Numen cum teneris virgihibus tuuih 
Laudantes, pcde candido 

In morem Salium ter quatient humum* 
Me nee femina, nee piier 

Jam, nee fpes animi crediila mutiii, 
Ncc certare juvat mero 

Nee vincire novis tempora floribus. 
Sad €iir, hcu ! Llgiuine, cur 

Manat rara meas lacryma per gcnas ? 
VoL.JI. Y 
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Now> now I ceafey I clafp thy charms. 

And now you burft (ah cruel !) froni my arms ^ 
And fwiftly (hoot along the Mall, 

Or foftly glide by the Canal, 
Now ihown by Cynthia's filvcr ray, 

And nowy on rolling waters fnatch'd away. 

Cur facunda parum decoro 

Inter verba cadit lingua iilentio ^ 
Nofhimis te ego fomniis 

Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem fequor 
Te per gramina Martii 

Campi, te per aquas, dure, volubiles* 



PSirt 



e IX. iivfttA*roKs 0* abitAdi;. tii 

pm of the f^lNtU OD^]^ 
Of the FOURTH BOOK. 

A F it a6M e n t. 

EST you Ihould think that verft Ihall die, 
-^ Which founds the Silver Thames along,- 
lught on the wings of TrutJi to fly 
Above the reach of yulgar fong*j 

lough daring Milton fits ftiblime, 
In Spenfer native Mufes^play j 
»r yet (hall Waller yield to time, 
Mor penfive Cowley's moral lay— 
^es and Chiefs long fince had birth 
Ere Cajfar was, or Newton nam'd { 

Thefc, 

7 E forte credas interitura, quae 
^ Longe fonantem natus ad Aufid^im 
>Jon ante vulgatas pci artes 

Verba loquor focIanci^cfaQrdis4 
n, fi priores Maeonius tenet 
les Homenis, Pindaricae latent 
Z)eaeque, et Alcaei minaces 

Stefichorique graves Camenae i 
:, fi quid olim lufit Anacreon, 
levit-aetas-: fpirat adhuc amor, 
Y % 



Vivuntqiie commifli calores 

Aeoliae fidibus puellae. 

Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona 

Multi ; fed omnes illacrymabiles 

(Jrgentur ignotique longa 

No6le, carent quia vate facro. 
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O N 

Receiving from the Right Hon. the Lady 

FRANCES SHIRLEY 

A STANDISH AND TWO PENS. * 

^ E S, I beheld th' Athenian Queen 
^ Defcend in all her fbber channs j 
<« And talc* (flie faid, arid ftriird ferenc) 
*« Take at this hand celeftial arras. 

'* Secure the radiant weapons vricld 5 
« This golden lance fhall guard Defert, 

<* And if a Vice dares keep the field, 
" This fteel fhall ftab it to the heart." 

Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell. 

Received tlie weapons of the fky^ 
And dipt tliem in the fable Well, 

The Fount of Fame or Infamy* 

<« What Well ? what Weapon ? (Flavia cries) 

*^ A ftandifh, ileel and golden pen ! 
" It came from Bertrand's, not the ikies 5 

** I gave it you to write again. 

** But, Friend, take heed whom you attack 5 
** You '11 bring a houfe (I mean of Peers) 
** Red, Blue, and Green, nay white and black, 
<< L and all about your ears 

Y 4. ^Xwi^ 
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«« You'd write as fmooth again on glaft^ * 

** And run, on ivory, fo glib, 
*< At not to ftick at fool or afs, 

•< Nor ftop at Flattery or Fib. 

** Athenbn Queen ! and fobcr charm* ! 

" I tell you, fool, there 's nothing in 't ; 
•* 'Ti* Venus, Venus gives thefe arms i 

** In Dryden's Virgil fee the print. 

** Come, if you Ml be a quiet foul, 

" That dar^s tell neither Truth nor Lies, 

f rU lift you in the barmlefs roll 

♦' Of thofe that fyg of thefe poor eyes.'' 
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EPISTLE 

TO, 

ROBERT pARL OF O X F O R p, 
A^fD EARL MORTIMER,. 

S E N T to the Earl of Oxford with Dr. Pamell's Poems 
publifhed by our Author, after the faid Earl's Iiu- 
prifonment in the Tower, and Retiieaf into the Cour- 
tly, in the year 1 72 1 • 

Q U C H were the i^ptes thy cnce-lovM Poet fung, 
^ Till Death untimely ftopp'd his tuneful tongue. 
Oh juft beheld, and loft ! admir'd, and moum'dl ' 
With fofteft manners, gentleft arts adomM I 
:Bleft in each fcience, bleft in every ftrain ! $ 

Dear to the Mufe I to Harley dear— in vain ! 

For him, thou oft haft bid the World attend, 
Fond to forget the ftatefman in the friend $ 
For 5wift and him, defpis'd the farce of ftate. 
The fober follies of the wife and great; S^ 

Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleasM to 'fcape from Flattery to Wit. 

Abfent or dead, ftill let a friend be dear, 
(A (igh the abfent claims, the dead a tear) 
Recall thofe nights that closed thy toilfome days, 15 
Still hear thy Pamell in his living lays. 
Who, carelefs now of Intereft, Fame, or FJitc, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e'er MTM gre^t } 

^> 
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Or, deeming meaneft what we greateft call. 

Beholds thee glorious only in thy Fall. "_ %o 

And fure, if aught below the feats divine 
Can touch Immortals, *tis a Soul like thine : 
A Soul Supi'eme, in each hard inftance try'd, « 

Above all Pain, and Pafllon, and all Pride, 
The rage of Power, the blaft of public breath, «$ 

The lui( of Lucre, and the dread of Death. 

In vain to Deferts thy retreat is made ; 
The Mufe attends thee to thy filent ihade : 
'Tis hers, the brave man's lateft fteps to trace, 
Rejudge his a6ls, and dignify difgrace. 50 

When Intereft calls off all her fxieaking tnun^ 
Ajid all th* obliged defert, and all die vmin { 
She waits, or to the Scafibld, or the cell. 
When the laft lingering friend has bid farewell. 
Ev'n now, fhe (hades thy Evening-walk widi bays 3? 
(No hireling ihe, no proftitute to praife) $ 
Ev'n now, obfervant of the parting ray. 
Eyes the calm Sun-fet of tliy various Day, 
Through Fortune^s cloud one truly great can £», 
IJoi- fears to tell, that Mortim£r is he. 
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EPISTLE 
TO JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ^ 

SECRETAltY OF STATE IN THE YEAR 172O. 

A Soul as full of Worth, as void of Pride, 
'^^ Which iio^ing fceks to fliew, or needs to hide, 
^Vhich nor to Guilt, nor Fear, its Caution owes. 
And boafts a Warmth that from no PafCon flows. 
A Face untaught to feign ^ a judging Eye, 5 

That darts fevere upon a rifing Lie, 
And (Irikes a bluih through frontlefs Flattery. 
All this thpu wert y 9nd being this before, 
^now, Kings 9^d Fortune cannot mai&e thee more. 
Then fcom to gain a Friend by fervile ways, i« 

Nor wi(h to lofe a Foe thcfe Virtues raifc | 
But candid, free, fincpre, as you began. 
Proceed — a Minifter, but ftill a Man. 
Be not (ex?ilted to whatever degree) 
Aftiam'd of any Friepd, not ev'n of Me i 15 

The Patiiot's plain, but untrod, path puyiVie j 
If not, 'tis I tt^uft be afcam'd of You. 
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EPISTLE 

TO MR. JERVAS, 

With Mr. Dryden's Tranflation of Freskot's 
Art of Painting. 

T HI S £pi{lle> and the two following, were written 
fbme years before the re&, and originally printed 
in 1717. 

»np HIS Verfe be thine, my friend, nor thon xefuft 
'* This, from no venal or nngratcftil Muft. 
Whether thy hand ftrike ont fome free defign. 
Where Life awakes, and dawns at every line ; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd mafs, 5 

And from the canvas call the mimic face: 
Read thefe inftruftive leaves, in which confpire 
Frefnoy's clofc Art, and Dryden's native Fire : 
And reading wiih, like theirs, our fate and fame. 
So mix'd our ftudies, and fo join'd our name ; 10 

Like them to fhine thi-ough long fucceeding age. 
So juft thy (kill, fo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Sifter- Arts we came. 
And met congenial, mingling flame with flame ; 
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15 

And each from each contrail new ftrengrth and Ught. 
How oft in pleafmg talks we wear the day. 
While fummer-funs roll unpcrceiv'd away ! 
How oft our flowly-growing works impart. 
While Images rcflcd from art to art I 10 
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How oft review ; each finding like a fiiend 
Something to blame, and fomething to commend ( 

What flattering fcenes our wandering fancy wrought, 
Rome's pompous glories rifing to our thought! 
Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 25 

Fir'd with Ideas of fair Italy* / 

With theeon Raphael's Monument I rnouniy 
Or wait infpiiing Dreams at Maro^s Urn i 
With thee repofe, where TuUy once was laidt 
Qr feek fome Ruin's formidable fiiade s 50 

While Fancy brings the yanifli'd piles to view. 
And builds iniaginary Rome anew. 
Here thy well^ftudied marbles flx our eye^ 
A fading Freico here demands a iigh : 
Each heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 35 

Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'd Guidons air, 
Carracci*s ftrength, Correggio's fofter line, 
Pkulo's free ftroke, and Titian's warmth divine* 

How flniih'd with illuftrious toil appears 
This fmall, welUpoliih'd Gem, the work of years ! 40 
Yet ftill how faint by precept i» exprefs'd 
The living image in the painter's breafl ! 
Thence endlefs ibeams of fair Ideas flow. 
Strike in the (ketch, or in the pi^lure glow ; 
Thence Beauty, waking all her forms, fupplie» 45 

An Angel's fweetnefs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 

Mufe ! at that Name thy facred forrows ihed, 
Thofe tears eternal that embalm the dead^ 
Call round her Tomb each objeft of dcfire, 
Kach purer frame inform'd with purer Are : ^o 

" 'I ^vet 
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Bid her be aU that chcars or fofVcfnt lift, 
The tender fitter, daughter, friend, arid wife { 
]Kd her be-all that makes mankind adore'; 
Then viervr diis marble, and- be vain nO niorcM 

Yet Hill her charms in breathingr paint ertgfige'; 55 
Her modeft cheek ihall warm a'fnture'age. 
Beauty, frail fliower that every feafon fear^. 
Blooms in thy colourB for a thonfand yearv. 
Thus Churchill's race (hall other hearts furprizt, 
And other Beauties envy Worfley's eyes y 60^ 

Each pleaflng- Blount fliall endlefs fmiles beftow. 
And foft Belinda's bluih for ever glow. 

Oh, lading: as- tbofe Colours may they ihine^ 
Free as thy (broke, yet faultlefs as thy lint } 
New graced yearly like thy work* difplay, ^f 

Soft without weaknefs, withdut faring* gay'; 
Led by fome rule, that guidw^ but not confthuns^ 
And finifhM more through happinefs thSin painis ! 
The kindred Arts fliall in their praife confpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ftring^ the lyi-e*. 7* 

Yet ihould the Graces all thyfrgures' place, 
And breathe an air divine on every face j 
Yet ihould the Mufes bid my numbers- roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their foul j 
With Zeuxis* Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 7^5 

And thefc befung till Granville's Myra die j 
Alas I how little from the grave we claim ! 
Thou but prcferv-ftaFace, and I a'Name; 

^^ISTLK 
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EPISTLE 

TO MISS BLOUNT, 

WITH THE WORKS OF VOITURE. 

T N thefe gay thoughts the Loves and Graces ihintf 

-■• And all the Writer lives in every line j 

Hif eafy Art may happy. Nature feem. 

Trifles themielves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate^ ^ 

Who without flattery pleas'd the fair and great f 

Still with efteem no lefs conversM than read ; 

With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred': 

His heait, his miffarefs and his friend did fliarO) 

Hia^time, the Mufe, the witty and the fur. to 

Thus wifely carelefs, innocently gay, 

Chearful he play'd the trifle. Life, away f 

Till fate fcaice felt his gentle breath iuppreflf^- 

As fmiling Infants fport themfelves to reft* 

£v^n rival Wits did Voiture's death deplore, 15 

And the gay mourned who never motirnM bef6ye; 

The trueil hearts for Voiture heav*d with fighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the brighteft Eyes t 

The Smiles^^ and Loves had died in Voiture^s dnthj 

B«l that for ever in his lines they breathe* 19 

Let the ftri^ life of graver mortals be 
A long, exa6l, and ferious Comedy ; 
In every fcene fome Moral let it teach. 
And, if it can, at once both pleaie and pmudu 
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Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, ij 

And more diverting ilill fhan regular. 

Hare Humour, Wit, a native Eafc and Grace, 

Though not too ftriftly bound to Time and Place j 

Critics in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleafe. 

Few write to thofe, and none can live to thefe. 30 

Too much your Sex are by their forms confined. 
Severe to all, but moft to Womankind ; 
Cuftom, grown blind with Age, muft be your guide f 
Your pleafure is a vice, but not your pride ; 
By Nature yielding, ftubbom but for fame ; 35 

Made Slaves by honour, and made fools by Shame« 
Marriage may all thofe petty Tyrants diace^ 
But fets up one, a greater in their place : 
Well might you wifh for change by thofe accurft^ 
But the laft Tyrant ever proves the worft. 40 

Still in conftraint your fufFering Sex remains. 
Or bound in formal, or in real chains : 
Whole years neglefted, for fome months adorM» 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord. 
Ah, quit not the free innocence of life, 45 

For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife ; 
Nor ht falfe Shews, nor empty Titles pleafe » 
Aim not at Joy, but reft content with Eafe. 

The Gods, to curfe Pamela with her prayers. 
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Marcs, $9 
The (hining robes, rich jewels, beds of ftate. 
And, to complete her blifs, a Fool for Mate. 
She glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring, 
A, vain, unquiet, gUtteking, wretched Thing I 

Pride, 
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Pride, Pomp, and State, but reach her outward part j 55 
She fighs, and is no Dutchefs at her heait« 

But, Madam, if the fates withftand, and yott 
Are deftin'd Hymen's willing Viftim too 5 
Truft not too much your now refiftlefs charms, 
Thofe, Age or Sicknefs, foon or late difarms : ^o 

Good-humour only teaches charms to laft. 
Still makes new conquefts, and maintains the paft $ 
Love, raisM on Beauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its (lender chain a day $ 
As flowery bands in wantonnefs are worn, 65 

A moming's pleafure, and at evening torn | 
This binds in ties more eafy, yet moK ^ong. 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus * Voiture's early care ftill ihone the £une. 
And Montliaufier was only changed in name; 70 

By this, ev'n now they live, ev*n now they charm, 
Theu' Wit ftill fparkling, and their flames ftill warm. 

Now crown'd with Myrtle, on th* Elyiian coaft. 
Amid thofe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoft s 
Pleased, while with fmiles his happy lines you view, 75 
And finds a fairer Ramboiiillet in you. 
The brighteft eyes in France infpir'd hit Mufc j 
The brighteft eyes in Britain now perufe ; 
And dead, as living, 'tis our Author's pride 
Still to (haim thofe who charm the world beflde. go 

• Mademoifelle Paulet. 
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EPISTLE 

TO THI 8AMB» ^ 
Oa her leaving the Town after the Coronation^ 171 5. 

AS feme fond Virgin, tdiom her mother^s care 
Drags from die Town to wholefome Country ai^ 
Juft when fhe learas to roll a melting ey«, 
And hear a fpark, yet think no danger nigh i 
From the dear man unwilling ihe mnft fytcty 5 

Yet takes one kifs before Ihe parts for ever 1 
Thus from the world fair 2Sephalinda flew. 
Saw others happy, and with iighs withdrew} 
Not that their pleafures causM her difcontenty 
She figh'd, not that they ftay*d, but that flic went. 10 

She went to plain- work, and to purling brooks, 
01d-fafl}ion*d halls, dull Aunts, and croaking cooks : 
She went from* Opera, Park, Affembly, Play, 
To morning-walks, and prayers three hours a-day^ 
To part her time *twi]ct reading and fiohea# 1$ 

To mufe, and fpill her folitary tea. 
Or o>r cold coi!ee trifle with the fpoon. 
Count the flow Clock, and dine exaft at noon | 
Divert her eyes with piAures in the fire. 
Hum half a tune, tell ftories to the *Squire j aa 

Up to her godly garret after feven. 
There ftarve and pray, for that^s the way to heaven. 

Some ^Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ^ 
Whofe game is Whift, whofe treat a toaft in iack : 
. . . : Who 
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Who vifits with a gun, prefent» you birds, 15 

Then gives a finacking bufs, and cries, — ^No words I 
Or with iiis ik^ntls comes hallooing fr«to xht Rfhle, 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table $ 
Whofe laughs are hearty, thottgh his jefts are coarfe. 
And loves you beft of all things— but his horfe. 39 

In fome fair evening, on your elbow laid. 
You dream of Triumphs in the rural ihade ) 
In penfive thought recall the fancyM fcene. 
See Coronations rife on every green j 
Before yoo paf9 th^ ittnginary fights 3^ 

Of Lordsy and Earls, ind DiikeB^ and gartef 'd Kmghfs, 
While the fpread fau a'erihades your cloftsg eyes ^ 
Then give one flirt, and all the vifion flies* 
II1US vanifh fceptrss, coroacfft, and bsdls^ 
And leave you in Icxbe <rood»y or enpty vnlh I fo 

So when your fldve, ait foinc dear idl« tiaitf^ 
(Kot plagueM with kead-achs, «rdtt want of riiyme) 
Stands in the RreetSi abftM^ied ftom tW ciew^ 
And while he feems to ftudy, thinks of you* 
Juft when his fancy pehfls yMf l^rightly eyes» 45 

Or fees the bKi(it of ibft Pttrthenis hkf 
G&y pats my ibouUltff , aftd you vkaifli qi/i^^ 
Streets, Chairs, and CozccAbs, tufii vfmitmf fighC 1 
Vex*d to be ftfll lA towtt, I kmt rky hnNlr, 
Look four, and hum a Tulito^ m you may now. 50 
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6aS SET- TABLE, 

A N 

' ECLOGUE. 
cArdelia. smilin^da. 
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CARDELIA. 

TH E BafTet-Table fpread» the Tallier come ; 
Why ftays Smilinda in the Dreffing-room ? 
Rife^ penfivc Nymph ; the Tallier waits for you. 
8MILINDA. 
Ahy Madam, fince my Sharper is untrue^ 
I joyiefs make my once adorM Alpheu. 
I law him ftand behind Ombrelia's Chair» 
And whifper with that ibft, deluding air. 
And thofe feignM iighs which cheat the lifteniag 
Fair. 

CARDELIA. 

Is this the caufe of your romantic ftrains f 
A mightier grief my heavy heart fufhuns. 10 

As You by Love, fo I by Fortune crofs*d $ 
One, one bad Deal, Three Septlevas have loft. 

: ' . &MILIHDA. 

Is that the grief, which you compare with mine f 
With eafe, the fmiles of Fortune I reiign : 
Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone | 15 
Were iovely Sharper miney and mine alone. 

^ . - CkRDILIA. 
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CARDELIA. 

A lover loft, is but a common care ; 
And prudent Nymphs againft that change prepare : 
The Knave of Clubs thrice loft : Oh ! who could guefs 
This fatal ftroke, this unforefeen Diftrefs ? 20 

SMILINDA. 

See Betty Lovet ! very a propos. 
She all the cares of Love and Play does know : 
Dear Betty fliall th* important point decide j 
Betty, who oft the pain of each has try'd 5 
Impartial, (he ftiall fay who fufiers moft, 2^ 

By Cards, Ill-Ufage, or by Lovers loft. 

LOVET. 

Tell, tell your griefs 5 attentive will I ftay, 
Though time is precious, and I want fomc Tea. 

CARDELIA. i 

Behold this Equipage, by Mathers wrought. 
With Fifty Guineas (a gi-cat PenVorth) bought., 30 
See, on the Tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid ftrivc} 
Atnd both the ftruggling figiu%s feem alive. 
Upon the bottom ftiines the Queen's bright Face ; 
A Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-cafe ; 
Jove, Jove himfelf does on the Sciflart ihint $ 35 

The Metal, and the Workmanship, divine ! 
8MILINDA. 

This Snuff-box,— *once the pledge of Sharper*s lovc» 
When rival beauties for the Prefent ftrove ; 
At Corticelli*s he die Raffle won $ 
Then firft'his P^<m was in public fliown : 4^0 

Hazardia bluih'c^ arid tum'd her head afide, 
A Rival's envy (all tn vain) to hide. . 

Z 3 '^'^^^ 
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This Snuff-box»— on the Hipgf Cx Brilliants ihlne : 

This Snuff-box wiU I ikikc i the Prize is pMne. 

Alu i fv Uffer MkA (ban I bev^ 45 

Have made a Soldier ^kf a Lover fwear* 
And oh ! what jnakes the 4i(appointment hard, 
'Twas my own Lord ih^t drew the fat^l Canl* 
In CompUiraacf , I took t}ie Qijeen he gave j 
Though my Q-yirfi (eciet wi(h was for the Kpaycp |a 
The K^ve W09 Sooic^i which I bad ch^fe | 
And the next fiM, my Septleva I Wfe* 

But ah I what aggravates the killing fmart. 
The cFue) theugbrt thi^t ftabs nie to the heart) 
This cnrsM CffnS>rslia9 tHU undoing Fair, ]s 

By whofe vile arts this heavy grief I bear ; 
She, at wbofe vtme I (M tbefe fpiteful tears. 
She owes to roe ^ very charms (he wears. 
An awkward Thing. whe» (ii-ft ihc came to Town i 
Her Shape unfafliioiiMt and her P«<:e luiknown i io 
She wRs my Ariend s I taught her firft to fpiead 
Upon her fallow eheelu enlivening red 1 
I introduQM her to die Park and Plays; 
And by my intereft, Cogens made ber Stjiys*. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 6$ 
She dares ^o ftca! my Fayourite Lover's heart, 

CARDBLIA* 

Wretch that I was, how ofen haye I fwore. 
When Winnall tally'd, I wonld piwt no voofv \ 
I know tljc Bite, yet to my RnJn run i 
And fee the Folly^ "fkli^ \ ^axvoftt ftmn. J9 
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SM^LINDA* 

How m^y Maids have Sharper's vows decetVM 1 
How many cursM the moment they bellev'd I 
Yet his knovm Falfi^hoods could no Warning prgve : 
JfUi '• what is Warning to a Maid in Love ? 

^AILDELIA. 

But of what.marble muft that bi«aft be formM, 7.5 
To gaze on Baffet, and remain unwarmM ? 
When Kings, Qjieens, Knaves^ are fet in decent rank $ 
Exposed in glorious heaps the tempting Bank> 
Ouineas, Half-g«i|i9«8» aU the ihining train ; 
The Winner^s pleafure, apc^ the Lofer's pain ; ^ 

In bright Confufion open Rouleaus lie; 
They ftrtke the Soul* 9Xid glitter in the Eyc« 
FirM by the iight» all reafon I difdain} 
My PaiEons rii^ and will not bear the reii^ 
.Look upon Baflbt, you who reafon boaftj 85 

And fee if reafon muft not there be loft. 

SMILINDA. 
What more than marble muft that heart compofei 
^an hearken coldly to my Sharper-s Vows ? 
Then, when he trembles 1 when his Bluihes rife ! 
When awful Love feems melting in his Eyes 1 90 

With eager beats his Mechlin Cravat moves : 
He loves,^! whifper to myfelf, he loves ! 
.^uch unfeignM Paflion in his looks appears^ 
I lofe my Memory of my former Fears j 
My|>anting heart confefles all his charms, 95 

r yield at.once, and fink into his aims. 

Z 4 Think 
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Think of that moment, you who Pnidence boaft; 
For fudi a moment. Prudence well were loft* 

CARDELIA. 

At the Groom-Portcr*8, batterM Bullies play, 
S«me Dukes at Marybone bowl Time away. xoo 

But who the Bowl, or rattling Dice compares 
To Baffet's heavenly Joys, and pleating Oires ? 

8MILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta doats upon a Beau $ 
Prudina likes a Man, and laughs at Show. 
Their feveral graces in niy Sharper meet} tos 

Strong as the Footman, as die Mafter fweet. 

LOVET. 

Ceafe your contention, which has been too long j 
I grow impatient, and the Tea*s too ftrong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide ; 
The Equipage ihall grace Smilinda's Side : no 

The Snuff-box to Cardelia I decree. 
Now leave complaining, and begin your Tea* 



VER. 
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VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 

UN JOUR DIT UN AUTEUR, &C* 

/^NCE (fays an Author, where I need not iay) 
^^ Two Travellers found an Oyftir in their way 5 
Both fierce, both hungry 5 the difpute grew ffarong. 
While Scale in hand Dame Juftice paft along. . 
Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws, 
ExplainM the matter, and would win the cauie* 
Dame Juftice weighing long the doubtful Right, 
Takes, opens, fwallows it, before their fight* 
The caufe of ftrife remov'd fo rarely wcU, 
There take (fays Juftice) take you each a Shell. 
We thrive at Weftminftcr on Fools like you : 
'Twas a fat Oyftcr— Live in peace— Adieu, 



ANSWER to tke following- Qaeftion of 
Mrs. Howe. 

WHAT IS Prudery? 
•TisaBddam, 
Seen with Wit and Beauty feldom. 
•Tis a fear that ftarts at (hadows. 
•lis (no, 'tis'nt) like Mifs Meadows. 
*Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature ; 
X/can and fretful ; would feem wiftj 
Yet plays the fool before fhe dies^ 
•Tis an ugly envious Shrew, 

That rails at dear LepeU and You. 

OccadotL^l 
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Occafioned by fome Verfesof his Grace the Duke 

of BVCKIVGHAM. 

IlM use, 'tis enough : at length thy labour ends, 
:^^^ And thou flialt live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let Crowds of Critics now my verfe aflkil. 
Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thankkfs p^n» 
Time, htaltby and fortune, are not loft in vain. 
Sheffield approves, conientihg Phpebus bends. 
And I and Malice from this hour are Aiends. 



A PROLOGUE 

BY MR. POPE, 

To a Play for Mr. Dennis's Benefit, in 1733, when 
he was old, blind, and in great Diftrefs, a little 
before his Death. 

A S when that Hero, who in each Campaign, 
-^^ Had brav'd the Goth, and many a Vandal ilain. 
Lay Fortune- ftruck, a fpc^aclc of Woe ! 
'Wept by each Friend, forgiv'n by every Fo« : 
Was there a genergus, a refltaing mind, 5 

But pitied Beh'farrus old and blind } 
Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 
A common Soldier, but who clutb'd hi* Mite? 

Suck 
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Such, Ai(b eimHu»n« fli9y.l4 m Briu>iM rii«, 
."When prefs'd by w»Qt 9n4 wesJmeT^ P^miif lief » t» 
Penn^, wl)9 loiig ba«i warr'4 with moiiorn Hjii»«> 
Their Quibbles ro^tf^i W»4 4?fy'4 tW? Pwi« \ 
A defp«?w« 5wlw«Fk, ftiirdy, finp, und ftiiPi 
Againft tfcp Qotbic ^Pf of frozen Vflrf^ i 
I^ow cbAng*4 frpw bjin who mnde the hoxos grMii» 1 5 
And (he^ th« ft»g9 with Thunckr* all hi» own I 
Stood up to daih each vain Preteador'^ hope* 
Maul the Trench TyiWt, ©r puU d<wn tht P©|» I 
If therB> a 6nt9n th«n> true b^ and boni» 
.Who holds DragQopA and wood9fi ibo«fi in ftom } 1^ 
If there's a Crftic of di&lpguiih'd rage { 
If thenp'f a S^oiofa wbp cpptcmns this agt t 
Let him to-night hifi ]uft afliftanfic lend* 
And be the Cntic*$, BritQ^>, XM Ma»'» Fffif od^ 



M A C E R: 

A CHARACTER. 

WHEN iimplc Macer, now of high renown, 
Firft fought a Poet's Fortune in the Town, 
Twas all th' Ambition his high foul could feel> 
To wear red ftockings, and to dine with SteeL 
Some Ends of verfe his Betters might afford \ 
And gave the harmlefs fellow a good word. 
Set up with thefe, he ventured on the Town, 
And with a borrPwM Play out-did poor Crown. 

Thett 
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There he ftoppM ihorty nor fince has writ a tittle. 
But has the Wit to make the moft of little : lo 

Like ftunted hide-bound Trees, that joft have got 
Sufficient Tap at once to bear and rot. 
Now he begs Verfe, and what he gets conunendsi 
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 

So fome coarfe Country Wench, almoft decayM, 15 
Trudges to town, and firft turns Chambermud $ 
Awkward and fupple, each devoir to pay i 
She flatters her good Lady twice a-day ; 
Thought wondrous honeft, though of mean degree. 
And ftiangely likM for her Simplicity : f 

In a tranflated Suit, then tries the Town, 
With borrowed Pins, and Patches not her own : 
But juft endur'd the Winter ihe began. 
And in four Months a batter'd Harridan. 
Now nothing left, but withered, pale, and ihrunk, 25 
To bawd for others, and go ihares with Punk. 



To 
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To Mr. JOHN MOORE, 

Author of the celebrated Worm-Powdbti. 

TT O W much, egregious Moore, arc we 
-■^ Deceiv'd' by ihews and forms ! 
Whatever we think, whate*cr we fee. 
All Humankind are Worms. 

Man is a very Worm by birth. 

Vile, reptile, wedk, and vain ! 
A while he crawls upon the earth. 

Then fhrinks to earth again. 

That Woman is a Worm, we find 

£*er fince our Grandame^s evil i 
She firft conversed with her own kind, 

That ancieiit Woim, the Devil. 

The leam*d themfelves we Book-worms name. 

The Blockhead is a Slow-worm $ 
The Kymph whofe tail is all on flame, 

Is aptly termM a Glow«worm : 

The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a day ; 
Firft from a Worm they take their rife. 

And in a Worm decay. 

The Flatterer an Earwig grows $ 

Thus Worms fuit all conditions ; 
Mifers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus, 

And Death-watches Fhyitcians. 

ThaSL 
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That Statefmen have the Worm, is feen 

By all their Ending play ; 
Their Confciencc is t Worm withint 

That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore ! thy /kill were well eftoploy'd. 

And greater gain would riie. 
If thou could*ft make the Courtier void 

The Worm that never dies ! 

O learned Friend of Abchvrch-Lane^ 

Who fctt'ft our entrails free 5 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vEin> 

Since Worms (hall eat ev*n theow 

Our Fate thou only can^ft ad>oum 
Some few fliort years, no more 1 

Ev-n Button's Wits to Worms fhall turn. 
Who Maggots wei-e before. 



SONG 



SONG, bya Perfori of Qyality. 

Writttfii in the Year 1733. 

I. 

T^ Luttering fpread thy ptlrpltt Pinions, 
^ Geiitle Cupid, o'er ifty Heart j. 
I a Slave in thy Dominions j 

Nature muft givfe Vf fiy to Art. 
11. 
Mild Arcadians, ever bIoMnill|f) 

Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks,, 
See my weary Days confuining, . . < 

All beneath yon flowery Rocks. , 

in.. 

Thus the Cyf>rian Goddefs weeping, 

MoumM Adonis, dailing Youth t 
Him the Boar, in Silehet creepkig, 

Gor'd with unrelenting Tootk. 
IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmotiious Numbers; 

Fair Difcretioo, ilrinf th^ Lyre $ 
Sooth tny ei^er*waking Slumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lead thy Choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, i^ng of Xcivors, ., 

Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 
Lead me to the Cryfl:ai Mirrors, 

Watering (oft £Iy^ Plains. 
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VI. 

Moumfiil Cyprefty verdant Willow, . 

Gilding my Aurelia^t Brows, 
Morpheus hovering o*ermy Piliow, 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

vn. 

Melancholy fmooth Msander, 

Swiftly purling in a Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander. 

With thy flowery duplets crown*<i. 
VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping. 

Softly feeks her filent Mate, 
See the Bird of Juno ftooping s 

Melody refigns to Fate. 



ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COU 

Y Know the thing thaf s moft uncommon % 
"* (Envy be filent, and attend !) 
I know a reafonable Woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a Friend* 
Not warp'd by Paflion, aw'd by Rumour, 

Not grave through Pride, nor gay through Fol 
An equal Mixture of Good-humour, 

And fenfibie foft Melancholy. 
«* Hm fht no Guilts then (Envy fays^^ir V* 

Yes, (he has one, I muft aver t 
When all the World confpires to praife her, 

fhc Womin'ft dcsi , zsA doe« not hear. 
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I his G R O T T Q at Twickenham, 

OOMPOSBD OF 

RBLE, Spars, Gems, Ores^ and Minerals. 

H O U who (halt flop, where Thames* tranflucent 

wave 
les a broad Mirrour through the fhadowy Cave i 
ere lingering drops from mineral Roofs diftil, 
i pointed Cryftals break the fparkling Rill» 
toliih'd Gems no Ray on Pride beftow, 5 

1 latent Metals innocently glow : 
)roach. Great Nature ftudioufly behold ! 
i eye the Mine without a wifh for Gold. 
)roach : but awful I Lo ! th' -ffigerian Grott, 
ere, nobly penfive, St. John fat and thought | le 
ere Britifh fighs from dying Wyndham ftole, 
I the bright flame was fliot through Marchmoht's 

Soul, 
fuch, fuch only, tread this facred Floor, 
o dare to love their Country, and be poor. 



OL,IJ. K% *^^ 
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. To Mrs. M. B. on her Birth-Day. 

OH, be thou bleft with all that Heaven can fend, 
Long Healthy long Youth, long Pleafure, and a 
Friend : 
Not with ihofe Toys the female world admire. 
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 
With added years, if Life bring nothing new, 5 

But like a Sieve let every bleifing through. 
Some joy ftill loft, as each vain year runs o^er. 
And all we gain, fome fad Refle£lion more ^ 
Is that a Birth-Day ? 'tis, alas I too clear, 
Tis but the Funeral of the former year. 10 

Let Joy or Eafe, let Affluence or Content, 
And the gay Confpience of a life well fpent. 
Calm every thought, infpirit every grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face. 
Let day improver on day, and year on yeai*, 15 

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 
Till Death unfelt that tender ^ame deftroy. 
In fome foft dream, or Ecftafy of joy. 
Peaceful fleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 20 

And wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 15. Originally thus in the MS. 

And oh fince Death muft that fair frame deftroy, 
Die, by fome fuddcn Ecftafy of Joy ; 
In fome foft dream may thy mild foul remove. 
And be thy lateft gafp a Sigh of Love. 
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To Vir. t H MA S S O U T H ER N, 

On his Birth-day, 1742. 

RE S I G N ' D to live, prepared to die. 
With not one fin, but poetry. 
This day Tom*s fair Account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-6ne. 
Kind 6oyle, before his poet, lays 5 

A table, with a cloth of bays ; 
And Ireland, mother of fvc^feet fingers, 
Prefents her harp dill to his fingers. 
The feaft, his towering genius marks 
In yonder wild-goofe and the larks ! 10 

The mufhrooms ^ew his ^t was fudden ! 
And for his judgment, lo a pudden ! 
Koaft beef, though old, proclaims him ftout, 
Aud grace, although a bardy devout. 
May Tom, whom Heaven fent down to ratfe 15 

The price of prologues and of plays. 
Be ever^ birth-day more a winn^, 
Digeft his thirty-thoufandth dinner; 
Walk to his grave without repro^d^ 
And fcom a rafcal and a coach. '£>, . 



Aa» ^^^ 
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** His faltem acctimulem donis^ et fungar inani 

«« Munere I" ViRG, 



I. 

On CHARLES Earl of DORSET, 
In the Church of Withyam in SoiTex. 

DO R S E T, the Grace of Courts, the Mufcs' Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd. 
The fcourge of Pride, though fanflified or great. 
Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State : 
Yet foft his Nature, though fevere his Lay, 
His Anger moral, and his Wifdom gay. 
Bleft Satiiift ! who touched the Mean fo true. 
As (howM, Vice had his hate and pity too. 
Bleft Courtier ! who could King and Country plcafe. 
Yet facred keep his Fnendfhips, and his eafe. 
Bleft Peer ! his great Forefathers every grace 
Reflefling, and reflefted in his Race; 
Where other Buckhursts, other DoRSETS Ihine, 
And Patrons ftill, or Poets, deck the Line. 



\\,^^ 
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On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 

One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
William III. who, having refignedhis place, 
died in his Retirement at Eail-hamfled in Berk- 
ihire, 1716. 

APleafing Form ; a firm, yet cautious Mind $ 
Sincere, though prudent ; conftant, yet refign'd : 
Honour unchangM, a Principle profeil:^ 
FixM to one fide, but moderate to die reft : 
An honeft Courtier, yet a Patriot too; 
Juft to his Prince, and to his Country true : 
Fiird widi the Senfe of Age, the Fire of Youth, 
A Scorn of Wrangling, yet a Zeal for Truth j 
A generous -Faith, from Superftition free : 
A love to Peace, and hate of Tyranny; • ") 

Such this Man was : who now, from Earth removM, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he lov'd. 



Am 
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OntheHpn. SIMQN HARCOURT, 

Only Son of the Lord ChaqceUor Ha b. court, 
at the Church of Stantpn-HarcQurt in Oxfi^d- 
fhire, 1720. 

'T O this fad (hrine, whoe'er thou art J 4nw p«r, 

''' Here lies the Friend moft lovM, the Son moft dear : 
Who ne*tr knew Joy, but Friendfliip might divide. 
Or gsLVf his F^er Giief but when he dyM. 

How vain is Reaibn, fiUquence how weaJc ! 
If Pope muftt«U what Harcovrt cannot fpcsik. 
Oh let thy once-lev'd Fin^nd iniciibc Ay Stone, 
And, with a Fath^-'s ibrKows, noik hit ewa i 



On JAMES OR AG OS, £% 

In WelJtQvinftfir-Abhcy. 
JACOBUS CRAGGS 

F.EGI MAGN^ BRITANNI-ffi A SECRETIS 

ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, 

PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR ET DELICI^; 

VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 

ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 

Statefman, yet Friend to Truth I of Soul fincere, 
In Action faithful, and in Honour clear ! 

Who 
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Who broke no Promife, ferv'd no private End, 
Who gain'd.no Title, and who loft no Friend, 
Ennobled by Himfelf, by All approv'd, 
Prais'd, wqit, and honoured, by the MvSe he lov'd. 



Intended for Mr. R O W E, 

IXL Weftminfter-Abbey. 

^Tp H Y iseliqpes, RowE, to tfii$ fair Um we tnift, 
-* And facred, place by Dryden's awful dttft t 
Beneath a rude and namelefs Aone he lies, 
To which thy Tomb (hall guide inquiring eyes* 
Peace to thy gentle ihade, and endlefs Tt& ! 5 

Bleft in thy Genius, in thy Love too blcft 1 
One grateful woman to thy fame fupplies 
What a whole thanklefs land to his denies. 

VARIATION. . . 

It IS as follows on the Monument in the Abbey ere^- 
ed to Rowe and his Daughter. 
Thy Reliques, RoWE ! td this fad (hrine we truft. 
And near thy Shakefpeare place thy honoured buft» 
Oh, next him, flcill'd to draw the tender tear, 
For never heart felt pa^on more fmcere j 
To nobler fentiment to fire the brave. 
For never Briton more difdainM a flave. 
Peace to thy gentle (hade, and endlefs reft { 
Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft 1 
And bleft, that, timely from our fcene removM, 
Thy foul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 
To theie fo moumM in death, fo lov'd in Hfe^ 
The childlefs parent and the widow*d wife. 
With tears inicribes this, monumental ftone. 
That holds their afhes and expefts her own. 

Aa4 NV^^ 
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vr. 
On Mrs. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breaft. 

HERE rcfts a Woman, good without pretence, 
Bleft with plain Reafon, and with fober Senfe : 
No Conquefts flic, but o'er herfelf, defir'd. 
No Arts ciTayM, but not to be admired. 
Pafiion and Pride were to her Soul unknown^ 
Convince that Virtue only is our own. 
So unafFe^ed, fo composed a mind $ 
So firm, yet foft 5 fo ftrong, yet fo rcfin'd j 
Heaven, as its pureft gold, by Tortures try'd 3 
The Saint fuftainM it, but the Woman dy'd« 



VIL 

On the Monument of the Honourable Robert 
Dig BY, and of his Sifter Mary, creded by 
their Father the Lord Digby, in the Church 
of Sherborne in. Dorfetfhire, 1727. 

A^ O ! fair Example of untainted youth, 

^^ Of modeft wildom, and pacific truth : 

Composed in fufferings, and in joy fcdate. 

Good without noife, without pretenfion great, 

Juft of thy word, in every thought fincere. 

Who knew no wiih but what the world might hear : 

Of fofteft manners, unaffected mind. 

Lover of peace^ and friend of human kind : 

Go, 
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Go, live ! for Heaven's eternal year is thine. 
Go, and exalt thy Moral to Divine. 

And chou, bleft Maid ! attendant on his doom, 
Penfive haft followed to the filent tomb, 
Steer'd the fame courfe to the iame quiet fhore. 
Not parted long, and now to part no more ! 
Gp then, where only blifs iincere is known I 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 

Yet take thefe Tears, Mortality's relief. 
And till we (hare your joys, forgive our grief i 
Thefe little rites, a Stone, a Verfe receive j 
•Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give I 



vni. 
On Sir GO DFREY KNELLER, 

In Wellminfter- Abbey, 1723. 

KNELLER, by Heaven and not a Mafter taught, 
Whofe Art was Nature, and whofe Pictures 
Thought} 
Now for two age^ having fnatch'd from Fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate'er was gieat. 
Lies crown' d with Piinces honours. Poets lays. 
Due to his Merit, and brave Thirft of praife. 
Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her works j and^ dying, fears heifelf may die. 



\Jw.^^ 
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IX. 

On General HENRY WITHERS, 
la Wdhniafier Abbey, 1729* 



H 



ERE, Withers, reft ! Aou braveft, gentleft mind. 
Thy Country*s friend, but more of human-kind. 
Oh born to Arms ! O Worth in Youth approvM I 
O foft Humanity, in Age beloV*d ! 
For thee the hardy Veteran drops a tear. 
And the gay Courtier feeb the (igh fincere. 

Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee itmove 
Thy Martial fpirit, or thy Social love ! 
Amidft Corruption, Luxuy, and Rage, 
Still leave (bme aacient Virtues to our age t 
Nor let us fay (thofe Englifh glories gone) 
The laft true Briton lies beneath this ftone. 



X. 

On Mr. ELIJAH FENTON, 

At Eafthamfted in Berks, 1730. 

^T^ HIS modcft Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 
^ May truly iky. Here lies an honeft Man : 
A Poet, blf ft beyond the Poet's fate. 
Whom Heaven kept facrcd from the Proud and Great: 
Foe to loud Praife, and Friend to learned Eafe, 
Content witb Science in the Vale of Peace, 

Calmly 



Calmly he look'd on either Life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From Nature's temperate feaft rqfe fatjsfy'd, 
Thank'd Heaven that he had liv'd, and Aat he dy'd. 



XI. ' 

On Mr. GAY. 

In Weihninftcr- Abbey, 1732. 

OF Manners gQiitliB» of Afe^'Q'W ^^^^ i 
In Wit^. a Maiifl Simplicity, a Chi|4« 
With native Humour t^mpepng virtuous R^gty 
Form'd to delight at once and laih the age : 
Above Temptation in a low fi&ate, 5 

And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great : 
A fafe Companion, and an eafy Friend, 
yi^bhniM through Life, lamentad in thf End. ^ 

Thefe are Thy Hgnoprs ! not that hem thy Buft 
Is mix'd vrith Heroes, or vtrith King? thy dull^ 10 

But that the Worthy and the Good Ihall fay. 
Striking their penfive bofoma— Here Hes Gat. 

Another. 

T T 7 £ LL then ! poor Gay lies under ground, 
^^ So th«e-aan «nd of hoaeft Jack t 
So little jiuftigs ^^ ^ foua4, 
'Tis ten to o«e he'U n«'er c$m^ Jmk* 



XII. 
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xn. 
Intended for Sir ISAAC NEWTON, 

In Wcftminfter- Abbey. 

ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 

Quem Immortalem 

Teftantur Tempus, Natur9» Coelum : 

Mortalem 

Hoc marmor fatetur. 

Nature and Nature^s Laws lay hid in Night t 

God faid. Let Newton be ! and all was Light. 



XIII. 

On Dr. FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 

Bifhop of Rochefter. 
Who died in Exile at Paris^ 1732. 
[His only Daughter having expired in his arms, im- 
mediately after ihe arrived in France to fee him.] 

DIALOGUE. 

SHE. 

yLT E S, we have livM^one pang, and then we part \ 
* May Heaven, dear Father ! now have all thy Heart. 
Yet ah I how once we lov'd, remember ftill. 
Till you are duft like me. 

KB. 



EPITAPH 8. 3^5 

HE. 

Dear Shade ! I will : 
Then mix dils duft with thine— O fpotlefs Ghoft ! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country loft ! 
Is there on Earth, one care, one wifh befide ? 
Yes— Save my Country, Heaven, 

— Hefaid, anddy'd. 



XIV. 

On EDMOND Duke of BUCKINGHAM, 

Who died in the Nineteenth Year of his 

Age, 1735. 

I F modeft Youth, with cool Reflection crown *d, 
^ And every opening Vutue blooming round. 
Could fave a Parent's jufteft Pride from fate. 
Or add one Patriot to a finking ftate; 
This weeping marble had not aikM thy Tear, 
Or fadly told, how many hopes lie here ! 
The living Virtue now had (hone approved. 
The Senate heard him, and hit Country lovM. 
Yet fofter Honours, and lefs noify Fame 
Attend the (hade of gentle Buckingham : 
In whom a Race, for Courage fam'd and Art, 
Ends in the milder Merit of the Heart j 
And, Chiefs or Sages long to Britain given. 
Pays the laft Tribute of a Saint to Heaven. 



XV. 
For One who Wotrld hot be buried in 

Weftminflfcr-Abb^y. 

HEROES and K^hgs I your (fiftance keep } 
In pesee let one poor Poet fleepy 
Who never flatter'd Folks UIm you t 
Let Horace blulh, and Virgil too. 

Anotktr, on iba iande. 

T T N D £ R this Marble, or under thitf Sill, 
^ Or under this Turf, or e'en what they will 5 
Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his ftead. 
Or any good eitatore fliall lay e^^er avy head. 
Lies one who ne'er car'd, and ftitl cares not a pin 
What they faid, or may fay of the Mortal within : 
But who, living and dying, ferene ftill and free,- 
Trufts in God, that as well as he was, he (hfall be. 



XVI. 

Lord CONINOSBY's EPITAPH*. 



H 



ERE lies Lord Coningfby — ^be civil; 
The reft God knows — fo does the Devil. 



• This EfMtaph, originally written on Picus Miran- 
dula, is applied to F. Chartres, and printed amonp; the 
works of Swift. See Hawkefworth edition, vol. vi. S. 



Qti 



EPITAPHS. 3^7 

On BUTLER'S MONUMENT. 

Perhaps by Mr. POPE*. 

-pESPECTto Dryden, Shcflfcld juftly pay'd, 
'■'^ And noble Villcrs hononr'd Cowley*$ (hade s 
But whence this Barber ? — that a name fo mean 
Should, joinM with Butler^s, on a tomb be fteni 
This pyramid would better far prpclaim. 
To future ages hymbler Settlers name : 
Poet and patron then had been well pair'd. 
The city printer, and the city bard. 

* Mr. Pope, in one of the prints from Scheemaker*^ 
monument of Shakefpeafe in Weftminfter- Abbey, ha» 
fufficiently ihewn his^contempc of AldermMi Barbo*, by 
the following couplet, which is inbftituted ta the place 
of " The cloud-capt towers, &c," 

** Thus Britain lov*d me ^ and preferv*d my fam^ 
" Cleai- from a Barber''s or a Benfon's name.'* 

A. Pope. 

Pope might probably have Aipprefled his fatire on die 
Alderman, becaufe he was one of Swift's aequaintance» 
and correfpondents ^ though in the 4th Book of the 
Dunciad he has an anon3rmous ftroke at him i 

<' So by each bard an Alderman (hall fit, 

" A heavy Lord (hell hang at every wiu** 8v 



•^^^ 
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To Lady MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE*, 



1 



1 



I. 

N beauty, or wit, 
Na mortal as yet 
To qticftion your empire has dar'd j 
But men of difceming 
Have thought that in learning. 
To yield to a lady was hard. 
II. 
Impertinent fchools. 
With mufty dull rules. 
Have reading to females deny*d : 
So papifts refufe 
The Bible to ufe. 
Left flocks (hould be wife as their guide. 
III. 
'Twas a woman at firft, 
(Indeed (he was curft) 
In knowledge that tafted delight, 

• This panegyric on Lady Mary Woitley Montague 
might have been fuppreffed by Mr. Pope, on account of 
her having fatirized him in her verfes to the imitator of 
Horace; which abufehe returned in the firft Satire of the 
fecond book of Horace. 

** From furious Sappho, fcarce a milder fate, 

** P— 'd by her love, or libel'd by her hate.*' S. 



TO LADV WdRTLEY^ MONTAGUE. 

And fages agree 

The laws ihould decret 
To the firft of poflefTors the nght« 
IV. 

Then bravely, fairdam^i 

Refume the old claim. 
Which to your whole fex does belong i 

And let men receive. 

From a fecond bright Eve, 
The knowledge of right, and of wrongs 

V4 

But if the firft Eve 

Hard doom did receive^ 
When only one apple had fhe> 

What a puniihment new 

Shall be found out for you^ 
Who tafting, have robb'd the whole tretf ? 
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Vol. II. 
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C no J 

The FounTH Epistle of the First Book of 
HORACE*8 Efistles*. 

A MODERN IMITATION*^ 

Q A Y f , St. Johny who alone penife 

*^ With candid eye, the mimic Mufe, 

What fchemes of politics, or laws. 

In Gallic lands the pat^t draws I 

Is then a greater work in hand, 5 

Than all the tomes of Haines*s band? 

** Or (hoots he folly as it flies T 

•* Or catches manners as tHcy rife V* 

Or, urg'd by unquenchM natire heat, 

X Does St. John Greenwich fports repeat ? » 

Where (emulous of Chartres' fame) 

£v'n Charties* felf is fcarce a name. 



* This fatire on Lord 3olingbroke, and the praifc 
beftowed on him in a letter to Mr. Richardfon, where 
Mr. Pope fays 

** The fons (hall blufh their fathers were his foes ;" 
being fo contradi£^ory> probably occafioned the former 
to be AipprefTed. S. 

Ad Albium Tibullum. 
•f Albi, noftrorum fermonmn candide judex. 
Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione Peaana } 
Scribei-e, quod Caifi Parmcnfis opufcula vincat ? 
%.AxK tacitam (ilvas inter reptare falubres? 

. . To 



A MODERN IMITATION. f;t 

♦ To you (th' all-envy'd gift of Heaven) 
Th* indulgent gods, iinaik*d, have given 
A form complete in every part, j j 

And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 

t What could a tender mother's care 
Wi(h better, to her favounte heir, 
Than wit, and fame, and lucky hours, 
A ftock of health, and golden fhowers, ^9 

And graceful fluency of (peech, 
Precepts before unknown to teach ? 

X Amidft thy various ebbs of fear; 
Anjl gleaming hope, and black defpair. 
Yet let thy friend this truth inipart, %•$ 

A truth I tell with bleeding heart, 
(In juftice for your labours paft) 
II That every day fhall be your laftj 
That every hour you life renew 
Is to your injurM country due. 30 

In fpight of feais, of mercy fpight. 
My genius ftill muft rail, and write. 



> Di tibi formam. 



Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 

f Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Quam lapere, & fari pofTet quae fentiat, & cui 
Gratia, lama, valetudo contmgat abunde, 
■ non deficiente crumena ? 

X Inter fpera, curamque, timoKS inter & iras. 
II Omnem crede diem tibi diluxifTe fupremum. 
^ Me pinguem, & nitidum bene curata cute viies, 
Cum ridere voles Epicuri de gregc porcum. 
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Hafte to thy Twickenham's fafe retreat^ 

And mingle with the grumbling great : 

There, half devoured by fpleen, you '11 find jf 

The rhyming bubbler of mankind ; 

There (objefts of our mutual hate) 

We'll ridicule both church and (latey 



CON^ 
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